

TROPHY MAID

The Humiliation of Elizabeth Bennington

By Lady Lisa Rose Farrow

[image: ]


Copyright © 2014 by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow Productions

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. 

First edition June 2014


TROPHY MAID

The Humiliation of Elizabeth Bennington

Contents

DEDICATION

PREFACE.  Social Status

CHAPTER 1.  Elizabeth Bennington

CHAPTER 2.  Queen For A Day

CHAPTER 3.  The Junior Maid

CHAPTER 4.  A Day In The Life

CHAPTER 5.  So Much In Love

CHAPTER 6.  Fine Print

CHAPTER 7.  The Honeymoon Is Over

CHAPTER 8.  Panic

CHAPTER 9.  Job Offer

CHAPTER 10.  Change Of Pace

CHAPTER 11.  Meet Mimi Soubrette

CHAPTER 12.  Shopping

CHAPTER 13.  Womanly Curves

CHAPTER 14.  Rich Bitch

CHAPTER 15.  Sally Anne’s Place

CHAPTER 16.  Rosie’s Girl

CHAPTER 17.  Proper Etiquette

CHAPTER 18.  Baby Doll

CHAPTER 19.  Training Continues

CHAPTER 20.  New Image

CHAPTER 21.  Help Arrives

CHAPTER 22.  Makeup

CHAPTER 23.  Richard Returns

CHAPTER 24.  Mr. Griffin

CHAPTER 25.  Richard’s Secret Life

CHAPTER 26.  Submission

CHAPTER 27.  The Truth

CHAPTER 28.  Interview

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


DEDICATION

For all of those with a desire to serve. 


PREFACE.  Social Status

Most of us dream of moving up the social ladder.  We envision ourselves surrounded in luxury being tended to by eager servants.  Typically the quicker we ascend the better. 

Those who have reached this status can often feel guilty.  They also have a deep hidden fear—that of losing everything that they have.  This is particularly true for high class women who have shed a life of domestic servitude with their success.

For those in the upper echelon of society the loss of wealth and stature would be a truly humbling experience.  Oddly for some humiliation is sexually erotic for them.


CHAPTER 1.  Elizabeth Bennington

My name is Elizabeth Bennington.  Yes, that Elizabeth Bennington.  I am the rightful wife of the heir of the Bennington fortune belonging to Richard Abigail Bennington III.

There, I’ve already shared a family secret with you.  Richard never uses his middle name—he is so embarrassed by the womanly name of Abigail that he never refers to it—ever.

It was only through insistent probing that I learned the truth about the Bennington family secret.  The Matriarch of the family, Abigail Jezebel Bennington was the driving force behind the original wealth accumulated by the Benningtons.  She assured her contribution would never be forgotten by naming her first son Richard Abigail Bennington.

Abigail was ahead of her time.  Dominant women were not considered proper back then so her control of the family fortune was kept secret.  Her will stipulated that her wealth could only be inherited by men in her family if they also named their sons with the middle name of Abigail.

So it is that Abigail continues to assert her authority through the generations by hovering over the Bennington men even to this day.  Of this Richard is not proud.

As you may know the Bennington fortune was made in Oil back when oil was big.  More recently Richard had been involved in the tech revolution.  Richard’s money is his own—the result of his efforts in the tech field.  Like he once told me he aims to be the first Bennington to get out from under Matriarch Abigail’s skirt.

Other than this of his fortune I know little to nothing for I am Richard Bennington the III’s trophy wife.  He called me that himself.

It was quite the scandal when he married me.  Imagine a Bennington marrying a Harrington!  Who could conceive of it that families of the fiercest business rivals ever seen could come together in wedlock!

My family would have none of it.  I was immediately disowned and banished forever from the Harrington clan.  None of them even attended our wedding.

It was no matter to me.  I couldn’t help it if Richard was everything I ever wanted in a husband.  Handsome, cute, charming, witty--wow!  Is there a woman anywhere who wouldn’t have been swept off of her feet?

Oh I guess that I forgot.  Or maybe I didn’t.  Did I mention that Richard was rich?  Very rich.  The Benningtons could buy out the Harringtons more than twice over and that is saying a whole lot.  Once I was married I would no longer need my family’s money—the Bennington fortune would be more than enough for me to live comfortably.

He found me on one of his business junkets.  We bumped into each other on an airplane when Richard was heading for a business meeting in Paris.  I was going there for a fashion show.  We sat next to each other in first class—naturally because there is no other civilized way to travel-- and we shared a few drinks together.

One thing led to another and our torrid love affair resulted in the five years younger Richard taking me as his wife.  The tabloids had a field day.  At the time he was 22 and I was 27.  I’m sure that he felt my maturity would add to his youth and that I would make grand appearances with him at social affairs looking, well, simply grand.

That was my lot in life.  Looking splendid and taking care of the Bennington Foundation.

Looking grand was easy.  Designer gowns, long flowing hair, a slim youthful appearance and a smile can carry a girl a long way.  No real effort on my part was needed.

Taking care of the Bennington Foundation required a bit of work.  The Foundation was established to give part of Richard’s wealth back.  My job was to sit at home in our estate inside my elaborate home office and give his money away.

It was a labor of love.  It was like having an endless stream of suitors all begging for my attention.  I was like a Roman Empress in the Coliseum.

They would come to my door, be escorted to my office by my maid and then they would endeavor to make sufficient impression upon me to write them a check.  It was my job to give a thumbs up or a thumbs down to their request.

Yes, I wrote many checks.  Large checks for a hundred thousand here, a couple of hundred thousand there.  You would think that after a while it would add up to real money.  But we never ran out.  The Bennington Foundation was well heeled and the dividends on our investments alone were more than enough to keep my suitors happy indefinitely.

Those who were not up to my standards were sent out the front door like unworthy admirers.  They were exiled like gladiators who had not lived up to expectations.  I had standards that would not be compromised no matter how long they begged.  I’ve always felt that a woman must rule her empire with a firm hand.

Yes I was content living my life of luxury.  Notice that previously I said that my home is an estate.  Actually it not only is an estate, it is more than that because it has a name.  I named it myself.  We called our home “Bennington Place”.

This is an important distinction that conveys to you the opulence with which I lived.  A house is simply a dwelling.  A manor is a very large house.  But an estate is so large that it encompasses more than a mere manor and is extreme largess all on its own.  Picture in your mind decadence beyond what most will ever see in a lifetime.

Only the very finest most elaborate estates are worthy of a name.  Thus the name Bennington Place exuded both my attachment to wealth and my societal position.  I was, as they say, at the top of the pyramid looking down on all of those working class people with whom I never could relate.

The Harringtons were never part of the working class and the Benningtons are a class of their own unlike any other.  With my marriage to Richard I had wealth that was beyond the comprehension of most.

Once I moved into Bennington Place my past life as a Harrington was forgotten.  I was the Bennington Mistress in charge of the Manor.  I was the Lady that needy people came begging to for help.  I was literally a Queen issuing unquestioned commands to my subjects.


CHAPTER 2.  Queen For A Day

No Queen is complete without her servants.  After all what point is it to be Queen if one cannot be served like one?  So when Richard and I built Bennington Place we made special provision for servant’s quarters at the rear of the estate to house the help.

While Richard and his architect worked on the main portion of the home, the design of the servant’s quarters was strictly my doing.  It was my chance to exercise my authority and use my imagination.

The quarters were attached to the main house by a long hallway.  I wanted privacy at night so I insisted upon the separation.  The hallway attached to four rooms that were to be used as servant’s living quarters as well as to the laundry area.

The rooms themselves were perhaps my most inspired idea.  They were large enough for a bed, a vanity, a closet and a small bathroom.  You might call the rooms tiny but in my opinion they represent pure elegance for wait staff even if I don’t say so myself.

The most brilliant feature though was the location of the windows.  Each room had one large window facing East as well as a skylight over the bed.  Drapes or any other modification of the window by the servants was specifically forbidden by me.

Yes the open window sacrificed a bit of privacy for the staff but the benefits were well worth it.  Besides the view of the east grounds of the estate was simply grand so the detriment was offset with a panoramic vista suitable for a princess.

My idea was simple yet functional.  I expected my staff to be up at dawn ready to serve me at all times.  The rising sun would act like an alarm clock assuring me that the help was always ready to be of service when needed.

I had planned everything carefully.  I wanted only fine female servants—males are so clumsy when it comes to service that they were simply unacceptable.

One of the rooms was for my head housekeeper.  Her duty was to keep everything running right in my home including organizing the servants.

I hired an iron willed woman who put up with nothing.  She is just a few years older than me but for a young woman she is certainly old school.

She is a demanding perfectionist.  She is a most exemplary woman to whom I would give the highest recommendation.  Her duties include paying bills, paying the staff and other jobs that I don’t want to be bothered with.  Her name is Olga and for the life of me I can’t remember her last name.  It was no matter to me as I refer to her as Miss Maid.  She is after all just a servant.

Another room was for my chef.  I found a Southern girl I hired who makes exquisite dishes that one would normally have to travel to enjoy.  Her breakfast is to live for while her lunch and dinners are even better.  She is Southern comfort at its finest.  Her name is Anna Mae but I refer to her as Missy Chef.  She is priceless.

Yet another room is for my junior maid.  While I am at the top of the social ladder there can be no doubt that my junior maid is positioned at the bottom.  Her duties are greeting guests at the front door, serving meals and of course laundry and domestic housekeeping as directed by my head housekeeper.  I also use her to assist me with services such as drawing my bath, setting out my attire for the day and of course helping me when I dress and undress.

I had planned to use the last room in the event I ever added a servant.  While my staff was always busy I felt no need to do so.  For this reason the room was locked and never used.  I still felt good having it in reserve since one never knows when one might need to add to her staff.


CHAPTER 3.  The Junior Maid

Of the servants positions in my home that of Junior Maid was always the most difficult to keep filled.  Perhaps it was the iron will of Miss Maid or maybe it was simply too much work for one individual to be expected to accomplish.

Young ladies these days are not accustomed to work and I always thought that they ran from it whenever possible.  Thus the maids would be hired and then leave shortly after finding out how much work was involved.

I suppose I should have expected that.  Having Bennington Place maid on your resume assures a young woman of a lifetime of fine domestic employment.  Many women delight in being served by a maid who once served Mrs. Bennington so our former employees are highly regarded.

The exception to the high turnover was a young lady that I hired named Marlene Holloway.  I found her at my front door begging for work on the morning of my third wedding anniversary.

At the time I had just turned thirty and was depressed about reaching the milestone.  It didn’t help that it was a dreary day with no sunshine and a constant drizzle was leaking from the sky.

She was such a sad looking thing.  She was twenty, soaked to the bone, thin and almost frail.  I invited her in like one would bring a wet puppy in out of the rain not realizing that I had made the mistake of my life.

Marlene was a student at the local college and was working her way through law school.  She was still a few years away from her degree and she was seeking employment to pay for her schooling.

Being the kind benevolent woman that I am I felt sorry for her in her desperate situation.  After a short discussion I agreed to pay for her schooling and provide room and board as well as give her a small stipend in exchange for her services as my junior maid.

Marlene was ecstatic and accepted my offer with a hug that actually dampened my blouse from her wet clothes.  I sent her off to Miss Maid to fit her for a uniform without much further thought.

While she was in my employ I called her Missy Maid.  I thought it rather clever since my senior maid was Miss Maid and the extra letter gave her a subordinate connotation.  I always felt that a junior maid should never be addressed by any name that implies a higher status.  So the name Missy Maid was absolutely perfect for her. 

My initial inkling of trouble came just a few days later.  Miss Maid had the new girl washing windows in the library.  When I entered the library I was presented with a view of Missy Maid in her uniform tending to the windows silhouetted in the morning sunshine.

While some might think she was little to look at for the first time I thought that others might disagree.  Watching her stretch up to wash the windows I realized what a slim and trim figure she had.

The more I looked at her the more I realized that I had hired a much younger version of myself.  Her youth gave her an alluring firm figure like I had boasted at a similar age.

Her pert breasts were probably a 36B or maybe even a 36A just like mine had once been.  I never did fill out but I have always wondered if my breasts could still be described as pert.

Her auburn hair flowed from under her maid cap all the way down to her shoulders.  Her green eyes, beautiful smile and youthful enthusiasm would only compliment her natural assets.

While most would think nothing of any of that my concern was my husband.  Richard is quite fond of thin women.  Marlene was precisely the tempting vision that he would appreciate.

Fortunately, I thought, Richard doesn’t like the help to be a distraction.  I had selected modest uniforms for the maids so Marlene’s hemline fell well below her knees.  Richard’s gaze would not be privy to those shapely well-toned legs.

Olga spared no measure in putting Marlene to work.  She was assigned the most mundane menial tasks which oddly Missy Maid seemed to enjoy.  Unlike the other junior maids I had previously employed Marlene stayed hard at work never once complaining or threatening to leave.

I should have known that it was too good to be true.


CHAPTER 4.  A Day In The Life

What I should have asked myself is why any young woman would want to stay employed as a junior maid for any length of time.  Particularly a woman working towards a law degree.  The work was grueling yet my junior maid seemed to thrive.

Two more years passed quickly, Marlene received her law degree, yet she continued to work under the close eye of Rosie as the junior maid.

Could it be that she enjoyed the work?  I would often walk by her as she scrubbed away on my floors amazed that any woman would consent to performing such a menial task.

For Olga all floors had to be hand washed to perfection.  She also stubbornly agreed with me that mops were “new-fangled” devices.  So Marlene would toil away on her hands and knees cleaning the floors in order to oblige her superior.

Why would anyone demean themselves like that?  I could only wonder to myself.

For her a break in the day from housekeeping was answering the front door for my suitors seeking a piece of the Bennington fortune.  She would answer the bell, curtsy like a well-trained genteel servant and then her heels would click across the marble tile foyer leading the guest to my office.

Her heels clicking on the tile were a nice touch.  Olga had often said that a proper maid should be both elegant and refined even when doing the dirtiest of jobs.  She insisted that all of the girls wear three inch heels because it gave an ambiance of luxury to their step.  A Bennington maid, she would say, is a prestigious position that should be evident by the maid’s dainty stride.

I had to agree with Olga.  I thought that heels were a nice touch for the maid too.  So when I heard Marlene approaching I knew before she even announced herself that she was about to enter my office with a prospective client. 

I enjoyed my life as a high society socialite.  People fawned over me wherever I went.  Photographers seemed to always be around to snap my picture when I was out on the town.  I did interviews for national newspapers.  I was somebody!


CHAPTER 5.  So Much In Love

One fine autumn morning it all came to an end.  Richard sent Marlene to my office to summon me to his office.  Marlene had strict instructions from me not to enter my office unless she made herself known first.  Typically she would knock tap on the door and announce herself by saying, “Ma’am this is the maid.  May I enter?”  Then and only then I would give her permission to enter.

On this occasion she burst into my office unannounced.  At first glance I almost didn’t recognize her.  Instead of her maid uniform she was attired like a fine woman wearing a lovely designer dress that impeccably flattered her.  Astonished by her rude appearance I hardly had time to say a word when she spoke.

“Richard needs to see you Elizabeth, right now.”

Not only had she barged into my office improperly dressed but now she called me by my first name!  I thought something must certainly be wrong with Richard or Marlene never would have been so bold.

As we walked together towards his office I made a mental note to fire Marlene immediately after I talked to Richard.  I could not allow a woman who had shown such insolence to remain on staff.

When I entered his office Richard was sitting at his desk with papers spread out in front of him with a forlorn look on his face.  I imagined that the market must have been down that day for it was usually only something of that sort that could cause him to look so despondent.  Instead I received the surprise of my life.

“Honey I have bad news for you.”

I thought surely somebody must have died with that kind of introduction.  I stood in front of him bracing for the worst.  I could never have imagined what he said next.

“I am divorcing you.  I want you to sign these papers to make it final.”

I knew things hadn’t been the best between us but a divorce?  We hadn’t been intimate in months but I thought that was just because the newness of our relationship had worn off.  I still loved Richard and I thought surely he had felt the same for me.  Clearly he did not.  I stood mute for a few moments before I broke the silence.

“But Richard…you can’t be serious.  Did I do something wrong?”

“No dear, not at all.  I’m just looking for something more.”

The words hung in the room.  Seconds seemed like hours to me.  Finally I had to ask.

“Is there someone else?”

He looked down at his hands before he answered.

“Don’t make this any harder than it already is dear.”

I examined his face for an answer.  Then my mind flashed and the pieces all fit together.  Marlene was standing behind me and I turned and looked at her then I turned and looked back at Richard.

“You love Marlene?  You fell in love with the maid?”

He shook his head yes then smiled as she walked over to him and put her hand on his shoulder.  Now Marlene spoke.

“Once you sign the papers we are going to be married.  We are so much in love!


CHAPTER 6.  Fine Print

I was not the first woman to be divorced for a younger model and I suppose that I won’t be the last.  Richard was five years younger than me and Marlene was ten years my junior.  In retrospect I suppose that I should have seen it coming.

Those nights when I thought he was engrossed at work in his office he apparently was studying something else.  While I slept alone he had been delighting in the charms of the junior maid.

Part of me wondered where and how.  Other parts of me didn’t want to know.  The signs had been there but I didn’t read them.  I was angry at myself for not paying enough attention to my husband.

Richard broke my train of thought.  His words brought me back to his office.

“Of course honey you do remember the prenuptial.”

How dare he!  Of course I did, but he could have shown me more respect than to remind me at that very moment in front of the maid.  My heart was breaking!  He couldn’t even let me absorb the situation first!

Whenever a woman marries a rich man she can expect a prenuptial agreement.  In this case in order to be allowed to marry Richard I had to sign away all of my rights to his vast fortune.

His father wouldn’t allow it any other way.  After all, I was a Harrington and that by itself was enough for his father to be skeptical of my motives.  After much debate with Richard he decided that he would give his consent to our marriage but only under the condition that a strict prenuptial was involved.

I had agreed without much further discussion.  After all, love is forever isn’t it?  Besides I would live a life of luxury with Richard.  My own family had already disowned me so it wasn’t like I had much choice in the matter.  So I had accepted the prenuptial agreement as a necessary part of the bargain.

I came to my senses and responded to his question.

“Why, yes I do!”

“Don’t worry Elizabeth I wouldn’t leave you with nothing.”

Now before I continue you need to know something about the Bennington fortune.  The Benningtons have loads of money most of which is strictly accounted for in the stock market or spread across several banks.

Richard however always had a thing about keeping some of his wealth in our home.  It was his security blanket—a way of making sure he was never too far away from his own fortune.  It helped him sleep better at night—or so he said.

Anyway as a result Richard had a large vault installed in the basement of our home.  In that vault Richard kept gold bars—lots of them.  It was one of the secrets of Bennington Place that we seldom spoke of.  After all the truly wealthy rarely speak of their wealth.  Such talk is considered in bad taste for the elite.

With that in mind Richard continued.

“Please understand dear that my father won’t allow me to give you anything.  He was against our marriage from the start.  He always referred to you as a shameless gold digger.  That’s what has given me the idea to take care of you.”

For the moment I ignored the shameless gold digger insult.  Putting aside my anger I allowed Richard to speak.

“Marlene and I have talked it over and here is what I propose.”

Imagine Richard discussed my future with our maid!  How humiliating.  Interesting I thought, that he used the word “propose”.  I felt as though he had done enough of that already.

“You will sign the divorce documents and Marlene and I shall be married at once.  We will honeymoon in France.  Paris is beautiful this time of year.

While we are gone you can pack your things.  When we return I will send you off with thirty of my gold bars from my vault.  You will be a rich lady indeed and father need be none the wiser.”

Richard was trying to pay me off with gold!  He wanted to give me money as though I was some kind of harlot.  I couldn’t believe that he had offered me wealth to go away.  Now I had become just another business transaction for him.

I knew that thirty gold bars were a small fraction of his vault holdings.  On the other hand there was the prenuptial agreement.  Richard continued.

“You realize dear that thirty gold bars is over eight hundred pounds of gold don’t you?  In today’s market you can take those bars and cash them in anywhere in the world.  That’s over twenty million dollars,   11.8 million pounds sterling, or 14.4 million euros depending on where you choose to live.  Go anywhere you desire just don’t let my father find out about it.”

I supposed I should have been impressed.  I knew that Richard would want to keep this out of the tabloids if at all possible.  It seemed like such a small amount for dismissing my affections.  It didn’t help that he sounded so businesslike with his currency conversion figures.

At the same time anything in millions is a big number no matter where you spent it.  He was offering me a reasonably comfortable life in London, Paris, or New York depending upon my preference.  Things could have been worse.  I guess I could make due.

Both Richard and Marlene smiled at his generous offer.  I resisted making a comment about the irony of paying off a “shameless gold digger” in gold bars.

The thought of such a rich and powerful man sleeping with my maid was absurd.  I was sure that the day would come when he would rue this ill-conceived decision.  He would come back to me on bended knee and beg my forgiveness.

Of course after I had him beg I would then accept him back.  I would have his money and I would also have him.  Then I would fire the maid.  It was just a matter of time before he tired of his new toy and she was summarily dismissed.

That was how I pictured this ending.  So ultimately I couldn’t help myself.  If he wanted Marlene--then he could have her for now.  I would get him back later.

I decided to take his offer of gold and go.  I restrained myself as I trembled in anger.  I didn’t want to give them the satisfaction of knowing my true feelings.  So I tried to be as gracious as a refined woman could possibly be.

“Very well, it is done!  I accept your generous offer and I wish you both the very best.”

The two of them kissed passionately and I quickly signed the divorce papers.

As they embraced I looked down at my wedding ring.  It was a priceless heirloom handed down from Abigail Bennington herself.  My family had called it “a million dollar trinket”.  In fact it was worth at least ten times that.

I slipped it off my finger and put it down on top of the divorce papers.  I knew that Marlene would soon have it on her finger as the crowning glory of her victory over me.

So it was that the couple was married and went off together on their honeymoon.  Richard said that they gave both Olga and Anna Mae a paid vacation while they were gone so I was left alone in the estate to pack things up.

I spent the next two weeks working with movers that Marlene had kindly arranged for me to use.  They helped me box up all of my possessions so that I could move out when the lovers returned.

It was quite a job.  I had several walk-in closets that held mountains of clothing.  I had Styles for every occasion.  I had boxes and boxes of the finest lingerie that money could buy.

I always wanted everything to coordinate perfectly so I owned over one hundred pairs of stylish shoes.  Not to mention my jewelry collection.  My diamonds and other precious stones were undoubtedly worth more millions should I ever decide to cash them out.  There would be no need for that though because I would be well provided for by Richard’s generosity.


CHAPTER 7.  The Honeymoon Is Over

On the day Richard and Marlene returned from France I was in no mood to hang around.  Anticipating that seeing the lovers would be unsettling to me I had the movers loading the truck up even before the couple arrived.

My plan was simple.  When Richard arrived he would see to the transfer of the gold bars to me.  Once they were boxed and ready to ship I would have the movers take everything to a local storage unit.  Then I would call a cab and check into a resort hotel and plot my next move.

In this manner I would be out of their way and free to pursue my life in the way that I wanted.  The plan was simple, splendid and well thought out.

By staying in a local resort hotel I would still be close by.  I didn’t want to get too far away in case Richard had immediate regrets and called on me to return to him.

I also wanted to leave Richard with some second thoughts.  I dressed in my most seductive cocktail dress that was best suited to lure a gentlemen’s fancy.  It was a tight black sheath number from Versace that featured a mesh yoke with long sleeves.

The sheer fabric revealed just about everything that the short hem didn’t.  Richard usually didn’t like women who looked slutty but I wanted him to know exactly what he would be missing.  I hoped that he would eat his heart out.

Underneath it all I wore matching black lace satin panties and bra.  I knew that Richard would get a peek at them and the thought made me feel that much more desirable.  My lacy garter was absolutely sinful—an inviting piece that you might find on a well-dressed hooker.

I even had my hair done special for the occasion.  I now had a head full of curls that cascaded down around my shoulders.  I knew that Richard liked long hair and my flowing curly locks would be an extra tease for him.

I paired the dress with strappy high heel sandals.  The sandals displayed my pedicure—innocent pink nails that were in stark contrast to my outfit.  I couldn’t help myself.  I just had to tease Richard as best as I could on the way out.

Richard and Marlene returned on schedule.  Marlene was confidently brandishing her new wedding ring as confirmation of her newly acquired wealth.  It made me queasy just to look at her glowing face.  I tried not to look at the lovely ring that had so recently belonged to me.

I accompanied Richard to the vault then casually observed him as he carefully packed my gold bars into a few shipping crates.  Then I watched as the boxes were loaded into the moving van.

I put one key to the storage unit I had rented in my purse and I gave the other key to the driver of the truck. 

Marlene helped direct the movers with a few final items while I said my goodbyes to Richard.  As the moving truck drove off I gave Marlene and Richard a hug and wished them the very best.

I wanted to make my exit in a cab but Richard wouldn’t allow it.  He was leaving immediately for the airport by limousine for a business meeting in London so he insisted on dropping me off wherever I wanted to go on his way to the airport.

I thought it was a generous offer so I accepted.  It would give me more time to tease him.  I stepped out the front door into my new life leaving my home and the life I knew behind.  We rode together in silence to the nearby resort where Richard dropped me off.  I watched as the chauffeur closed the door on the limo then drove Richard out of my life--possibly forever.

Things went awry right away.  Standing outside the hotel I realized that in the confusion of the move I had put my purse down in a box and that the movers had sealed the box then loaded the box on the truck.  I had no money and no cell phone!

I was angry at myself for starting off so poorly.  How could I possibly make such a mistake?  Without my credit cards, with no cash and no means whatsoever to call for help I found myself stranded out in front of the resort hotel with few options.

Immediately I regretted not reserving a room at the resort in advance.  Then I thought that the resort was my best option.  I would simply ask them to advance me funds and call a cab.  Then I would head over to the storage facility and retrieve my purse.

I had chosen the most expensive resort I could find for my residence.  The doorman gave me a strange look as he opened the door for me no doubt recognizing me as the wealthy heiress.

I strode across the vast lobby with my heels clicking on the floor.  The sound echoed around as I approached the reservation desk.

A young lad was manning the desk.  I expected a lavish welcome suitable for a Bennington but was simply stunned by what happened next.

The rude clerk looked me up and down and a stern look came across his face.

“I’m sorry honeybunch but we don’t allow women like you in here.  Solicitation is strictly prohibited on the premises sweetie.  You’ll have to leave immediately or I’ll have to summon security to remove you.”

I couldn’t believe my ears!  Didn’t he read the papers?  Didn’t he know that I was Elizabeth Bennington?  Worse than that, he was mistaking me for a prostitute!

My mouth dropped open in disbelief.  I suppose that my outfit was somewhat bawdy but I couldn’t believe what he said.  He reached for the phone and fearing being tossed out like a cheap hooker I decided to leave on my own.

I turned and walked back out of the resort.  They would regret their actions.  I certainly would not be spending any of my fortune in there!

Back outside I tried to compose myself.  I certainly was not used to insults from arrogant hotel clerks.

I knew that the storage facility was a couple of miles away.  After thinking it over I decided that my best option was to walk over to the storage unit and retrieve my purse before finding another resort hotel and checking in.

I found out that the walk was no easy task in my heels.  Trust me when I say that four inch heels are not made for walking.  It seemed to take forever but finally I could see the storage facility just up ahead.

When I arrived the young man at the counter gave me a long look up and down.  Secretly I hoped that he was not mistaking me for a harlot.

I convinced myself he was simply admiring my fine apparel.  I suppose he didn’t see too many women dressed as lavishly as I was at his storage facility.

Finally he remembered me from when I had rented my storage unit just a few days earlier.  I had asked for his largest unit and fortunately I had paid for the unit two months in advance.  He gave me another key to my unit while telling me that there would be an additional charge if I didn’t return it.

When I reached my unit I was grateful that the ordeal was at last going to come to an end.  I envisioned myself soaking in a tub that night soothing away the aches from the long walk.

You can only imagine the thoughts that went through my mind when I opened the door to my unit, turned the light on and went inside.

To my horror the unit was empty.


CHAPTER 8.  Panic

It is not often when every possession a well-to-do woman owns disappears into thin air but apparently that was exactly what had happened to me.  My first thought was that the truck had gotten lost on the way over to the storage facility.  So I decided to wait by the unit until they inevitably arrived.

Time seemed to stand still as I stood outside the storage unit.  Long hours passed but no truck pulled up.

Clearly there was a misunderstanding that needed to be taken care of.  I told myself that the situation could be fixed.  If only I had my cell phone I was sure the mistake could be cleared up with a phone call.

I thought that when I finally talked to the trucking company that I would give them a strict piece of my mind.  Then I thought I would be benevolent as long as everything was intact.

I worked hard not to panic.  As my patience was replaced with worry I paced up and down trying to decide what to do next.

Finally as the sun was going down the young man from the desk came by and told me he was closing up for the day and that I would have to leave.  He followed me to the entry gate and after locking it closed behind us both he walked away into the dusk.

I stood for a few moments looking back inside at the rows of storage units deciding what I should do.  I couldn’t just stand there.  Still without any funds I couldn’t check into a hotel either.  I decided to return to Bennington Place and work things out there.

I hadn’t realized how far Richard had driven me from the estate until I started walking.  As the sun set on a beautiful evening and darkness fell I found myself tired and hungry as I slowly made my way back to where the terrible day had begun.

Things didn’t get any better.  It had to be after midnight when the rain started to fall.  Now my feet hurt from walking in my heels and I was soaked to the bone.  I trudged on towards my former home in the dark damp night.

A car raced by me in the darkness splashing cold water on me.  It seemed like nothing could go right for me on this dreadful night.

By the time I arrived on the front porch of Bennington Place I was a soggy mess.  My dress clung to my body like a wet rag.  I was sure that my makeup had run down my face and of course my beautiful curls were a fond memory with my hair reduced to a twisted knot.  My feet had blisters and I was shaking from the cold of the wet night.

The sun was peeking over the horizon cheerfully announcing a new day just as I rang the doorbell.  There was no response until the third time I rang.  Finally the door opened and Marlene appeared rubbing the sleep from her eyes still wearing her nightgown.  She looked cozy as her gown was covered with a warm velvety robe.

“My word Elizabeth, what happened to you?”  Where have you been?”

She looked at me like I was something that the cat had dragged in.  I suppose that was exactly how I appeared to her.

“It’s a long story…”

Tears formed in my eyes.  I tried to hold them back by blinking.

Finally I couldn’t take it any longer.  It all came to the surface in uncontrollable waves of tears.  I cried like a baby.  As I sobbed she invited me back into the house that had been mine but now belonged to her.  I stood in the warmth of the foyer dripping on the sparkling clean marble floor as she looked me over before she spoke again.

“Elizabeth you’ll catch cold.  You need to get out of those clothes.  Go into the laundry room and set them out to dry.  Some of my things are back there—pick something out to wear while I make you some nice warm tea.”

My heels clicked on the tile floor as I slowly made my way towards the laundry room leaving behind a trail of damp footprints on the marble.  I hadn’t actually been in the laundry room very often but I remembered from when we built the home where it was located.

My clothes were soaked and I had perspired in the heat of the day so I decided it was best to wash them.  I stripped naked and put all of my clothes—dress, panties, bra, garter, stockings, the whole smelly mess into one of the machines.

There was a bottle of liquid laundry soap on a nearby shelf so I poured some into the machine.  I was proud of myself when I found the start button and gave it a push.

Now I looked around the room for something to wear.  I noticed a couple of fluffy towels on the dryer so I toweled myself off.  There wasn’t much to wear in the room except two maid uniforms that were on a hanger.  I couldn’t even find any lingerie.

I decided I would make do without underwear until my own was dry.  At this point I was so cold that even a plain maid uniform seemed appealing.  At least it would be warm and would bring a small amount of comfort.  I could hardly believe myself but I slipped into one of the maid uniforms and buttoned it up the front.

I dried my sandal heels as best as I could and in spite of my sore feet I kept them on.  I didn’t want to go barefoot and they were all that I had.  Now that the fine leather was soaked the fit was tight on my feet.  I left the sound of the washing machine behind as I went towards the kitchen.

When Marlene saw me she gave me a surprised look before she smiled.

“Was that all that was back there?  Well at least it fits.”

Actually she was right.  Now that she said it I was surprised that her uniform fit me as well as it did.  In fact the fit was so perfect that I realized that she couldn’t have been much thinner than I was.  As awful as I felt at that moment this thought was comforting.  I still had the same figure as my young maid!

We sat and sipped hot tea as I shared the nightmare that I had lived since I had left Bennington Place.  As I finished the story she stood up.

“I’ll call the trucking company and then I think I had best call the police for you.  In the event this is more than just a case of wrong directions I think we should let them know.”

“While you do that I’ll take my clothes out of the washer.”

I was in a daze.  I hardly looked at my clothing.  Instead I quickly took the garments out and tossed them into the dryer.  Again proud of myself for figuring out how to use the machine I pushed the start button and the dryer came to life.  I returned to the kitchen to find Marlene already there.

“What did they say?”

“I couldn’t reach the trucking company—the line was disconnected.  I talked to the police.  They said they will see what they can do but those guys have quite a head start.  The truck that they used is very common so they didn’t have much hope for you.  They said that they will keep us posted.”

I was disappointed but I knew that I had to be patient.  My stomach was complaining that I had ignored it.

“I suppose that will do for now.  I’m starving how about you?”

She smiled at me.

“Me too.  I was just thinking about breakfast.”

“Where’s Missy Chef when you need her!”

Marlene gave an awkward laugh.  I immediately detected that she was hiding something.

“What’s the matter Marlene?  Is there something wrong with Missy Chef?”

“Well actually Elizabeth Missy Chef doesn’t work here anymore.  I fired her.  Olga too.  I felt that they might think of me as the junior maid and they might have problems with working for me so I let them go.  I hired two new servants.  They will be starting in a couple of weeks—right before Richard gets back from London.”

“You didn’t hire a junior maid?”

She laughed.

“No that position is still hard to fill.  I’m trying to find a suitable candidate.”

She made us both some toast.  Just as we were finishing up we could smell something burning.

We both stood up together and followed the smoky scent—right back to the laundry room.  Marlene pushed the stop button on the dryer.

“Did you put your clothes in here?”

She pointed to the dryer then opened the door.  Smoke billowed out and a foul smell followed.  I couldn’t believe my eyes.  My sexy dress was singed and was literally smoking.  So were my stockings.  My panties, bra and garters were no longer black.  Now they were singed melted satin streaked in white and gray.  My mouth fell open in disbelief.  Marlene looked at me with a smile.

“When was the last time you cleaned your own clothes?”

“I don’t think I ever have.  So I guess its been a long time.  I can’t say that I remember…”

“I guess that would explain why you bleached your clothes and then put them in the dryer on high.  This dress was dry clean only and the lingerie should have been hand washed.  You can see for yourself what the high heat does to stockings and fine lingerie.”

She held the items up for me to view.  They were all completely destroyed.  I felt so stupid at that moment.  She dropped the whole smoldering blob into the waste basket.

“Let’s go back to the kitchen and talk.”

I followed behind her to the kitchen.  As I sat down I realized that I didn’t have a thing in this world to my name.  The truck with everything I owned in it was long gone.  I didn’t even own the maid uniform that I was wearing—it belonged to Marlene!


CHAPTER 9.  Job Offer

Realizing my situation I started to sob again.  Marlene tried to console me.

“There, there Elizabeth.  Don’t worry.  We can work this out.”

“But I have nothing.  No place to live and nowhere to go.  I don’t even have any real work skills.

When Richard married me I was a Harrington and Harringtons never work.  I am a socialite—not a common woman who works.  All I was doing before I met Richard was buying fashionable clothing for myself.  Without any money I can’t even go back to doing that.”

Marlene came over and with a finger wiped away a tear from my face.

“You can always come and live here with us.”

“No, I couldn’t.  I’ll not be a freeloader.  Besides, what would Richard think of me?  He gave me all of that money and it was gone within hours on the very same day!  I could never face him again.  No I won’t!”

“What will you do then?  You have nothing.  Do you want to live in a homeless shelter?”

I stopped for a moment and thought in horror of the prospect.  She was right.  If I didn’t take her up on her offer I would have to go to a shelter!

I pictured myself sleeping on a cot in my borrowed maid uniform.  It was far too much for me to accept.

“If I stayed here I would want to earn my keep.  Yes, under those conditions I would stay.”

Marlene was slightly tickled.  Her lips curled upwards in amusement.

“You just told me you have no skills.  What could you possibly do for us here?”

I knew the answer before she asked.  I knew that I had to swallow every ounce of pride that I had.  It was the only way out for me.  I could always fix this later but for now I needed a place to eat and sleep.  I was determined not to spend a single night sleeping with the homeless.

“I could be the junior maid.”

She looked at me in stunned silence.  Finally she spoke softly.

“The junior maid?”

“Why yes, I could do that.  I think that I could.”

“But Elizabeth I was looking forward to having a maid of my own.  I want a real maid, one who tends to my every personal need.  One who treats me, well, like you treated me.  I am the Mistress of the household now and I deserve that.  You couldn’t possibly…”

I could tell she was going to turn me down.  I was desperate and couldn’t allow that to happen.

“Yes I could!”

She sat back down and looked across the table at me.  There she sat in her comfy robe and I in her well-worn maid uniform.

“You must understand what you’ll be in for.  I have a certain picture in my mind of my junior maid.  You’ll have to fulfill my fantasy or you will not be acceptable to me.”

For me the thought of going out into the cold was far worse than anything that Marlene could do to me.

“I understand.  I’m willing to do anything.  Please give me a chance!”

I sounded like I was begging.  I guess that I was.

“Anything?”

She wanted to be sure.  I was as sure as I could be.

“Yes, anything!”

“Well I can’t have Richard looking at his ex-wife all day.  So I’m going to want to change you into someone entirely different.  Are you willing to give up your identity in order to serve me?”

“Why yes, of course!  It would be even better if Richard didn’t know who I was.  It would spare me…”

When I paused she raised an eyebrow.

“Go ahead.  Say it girl.”

“…humiliation.”

“Are you implying that it is beneath you to work for me as my maid?”

I realized what I had said.  I stopped while I thought how I could salvage the situation.

“Well?”

“No, I…”

“Elizabeth I think that you need to be reminded of your present status.  Come with me girl!”

She stood up and I followed her out of the kitchen again into the back hallway that led to the servant’s quarters.  To be honest I already had made more trips there that morning than I had made in all of my years since we had built Bennington Place.

This time I took it in while we walked.  It was just like I remembered it.  The wing included the laundry room, a small kitchen and of course the living quarters.  There were four rooms for the servants each with a small private bathroom.

We went into the second to last room.  I remembered that the last room in the row had been saved for future use and was locked.  She spoke as she opened the door.

“This was my room.  I lived here for the past five years while I was at your service.  If you work for me this will be your room.”

We entered and she closed the door behind us.  I could see the window to the outside, a small vanity with a chair and of course her bed.  The skylight lit the room from above.  She took me by the hand and turned me around. 

Next to the door was a full length mirror.  I remembered having them installed there—I wanted to be sure that the servants had a last look at themselves before they left their rooms.  Immaculate appearance means immaculate service!

I was appalled at the sorry image of a servant I saw next to the woman in her robe.  There I stood eyes red from bawling in an ordinary servant’s uniform with mascara streaked down my dirty face, my lipstick smeared, makeup smudged and my hair matted down in a dripping knot.

Marlene waited a few moments for effect before she spoke.

“I will remind you that you are no longer the high society socialite that you used to be.  By my generosity you are wearing my second hand maid uniform.  You can’t even afford a decent pair of underwear—you have nothing on underneath your dress.  If not for my kindness you would be set outside naked in the rain to fend for yourself.

Not only that but I’m not even sure that you would make a decent maid.  You have no experience and no qualifications other than that you are a spoiled grown up brat who needs to be taught her place.  I’m definitely not at all sure that you would be acceptable to me even as a servant!”

She crossed her arms and stared at me in the mirror.  I didn’t know what to say because deep down I knew that she was right on all accounts.  I hardly knew how to be a maid.  I had always lived the good life.  I knew that I didn’t want to be sent outside on my own.

“I didn’t mean to say…”

“Stop!  I won’t hear any more of your excuses.  Now if you want to be my maid you must prove to me that you are worthy.  I want you down on your knees and I want you to beg me to become my maid.  If you don’t beg for me right this instant I will set you outside without the charitable use of that uniform.

Well?”

This was a very strange feeling.  No one had ever spoken to me like that before.  I was Elizabeth Bennington!  No one would dare speak to me like that!  How could she?

My initial instinct was to slap her face.  But if I did where was I to go?  It seemed as though a bizarre transfer of authority was taking place right before my eyes.

I looked in the mirror.  The woman in the expensive robe was telling the maid to get down on her knees and beg!  How demeaning!  I could never in a million years bring myself to do that.

After all she had been my junior maid just a few short weeks ago.  Then something terrible happened to me.  I don’t know what came over me at that very moment.

I couldn’t believe my eyes as I watched the bedraggled woman in the mirror dressed in a cheap maid uniform slowly get down on her knees in front of the lady in her lavish robe.  Then I heard a voice speak from a distant place.

“Please let me be your maid.”

She glared down at me.  Her voice changed becoming much more demanding than it had been.

“That’s exactly what I mean.  I’m not at all sure that I can adequately train you before the rest of the staff reports for service and my husband returns.  Is that how you properly address your Mistress?”

I thought for a moment what I had done wrong.  Then it occurred to me.

“Please Mrs. Bennington.  I beg of you kind lady.  If it pleases you may I be employed as your junior maid?”

I had capitulated to her.  She smiled at my total humiliation.

“That’s much better dear.  Acceptable even.  Very well.  You may serve me as my junior maid.  In exchange you will receive room and board and a stipend of one dollar per day for employment.  Generous I should think given your lack of experience.  I do have conditions.”

“Please Mrs. Bennington name your conditions and I will gratefully observe them.”

Very good dear.  You learn fast.  You will address me as “My Lady”.  You may also address me as Mrs. Bennington, Ma’am, Mistress, Mademoiselle or Madame, but never as anything else.  It would be disrespectful of my authority.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Very well then.  Here are my conditions.”

I was still on my knees in front of her while she continued.

“I can’t have you upstaging me.  I am the real Mrs. Bennington now and you are now my junior maid.  To be sure that no one thinks any differently I’m going to change your appearance as well as your name.  That way there won’t be any confusion as to your position and Richard will have no idea who you really are.

You will be my obedient maid which means that you will do everything that I say.  If you disobey me you will immediately be put out into the street completely stripped naked.

You agree to allow me to train you to perform intimate services such as dressing me and tending to my every need.

You agree to accept any and all discipline that I may decide that you need in order to perform your duties.

I will make all of the rules and I may change them at any time I choose.  You will obey all of my rules without question or back talk.

Do you agree to this?”

My mind was racing.  What could I say or do?  I couldn’t even imagine myself working as a maid for my former maid.  She was so demanding!

But at the same time she looked determined.  She meant what she said.  I pictured myself being forced out the front door of Bennington Place stark naked.  I gave her the only answer that I could.

“Yes Ma’am”.

Looking up at her I could see a wide grin on her face.


CHAPTER 10.  Change Of Pace

While a part of me was relieved not to be thrown out into the street another part of me was concerned.  Marlene had been my junior maid for years but now I was wondering what kind of plans she had for me.  She had stolen my husband from me behind my back—what else was she capable of?  Did I really know her as well as I thought?

She assigned me to her old room then left me there with only a towel to get cleaned up before we were to go out.  She told me to report to her at the back door when I was straightened up and ready to go.

When I opened the closet door to hang up the maid uniform before my shower I was shocked at what I found.  The closet was empty except for an old cotton nightshirt and several wire hangers.

I had never actually seen a wire hanger before.  I had heard about them but I had always thought that every woman had nothing but the finest satin padded hangers in her closet.

With trepidation I took one hanger and placed my uniform on it before hanging it up in the closet.  It may have been a second hand uniform but I didn’t want it to be wrinkled up.  After all Elizabeth Bennington would never appear with a wrinkled dress.

I’ve never enjoyed a hot shower so much as I did that day even if it was in the tiny bathroom instead of in the huge bath that I was accustomed to in the master suite.  As I dried myself I realized that the only thing I had to wear was the maid uniform that Marlene had left me with.  I couldn’t believe that she wanted me to go out with her in public dressed like that.

I straightened my hair as best as I could without a comb.  Even then it looked ragged but it was reasonably acceptable.

My heart sank when I looked at my heels.  They had been soaked in the rain and now the fine heels were reduced to a poor water soaked version shadow of fine footwear.  I vowed that I would discard them as soon as possible but for now they were all that I had.

I slipped my heels back on and took a good look at myself in the mirror by the door before I reported for duty.  I still didn’t really want to venture out looking like that.  What would people think if they saw me dressed like a common maid?

It was so undignified.  I hoped that nobody would recognize me in the tacky serving clothing.  I decided I had little choice in the matter so I took a deep breath and left the servant’s wing behind.

As I headed towards the garage area I thought about my cars.  The spacious garage was bigger than many homes—it had plenty of room to accommodate 10 full size vehicles as well as a work shop.  When I married Richard he had insisted that I have several vehicles to choose from when I went out.

In reality I had seldom driven any of the vehicles and neither had Richard.  We had a limousine service complete with chauffeur at our disposal so we were always driven around in style.

After walking all night it would be a treat to travel in one of my cars.  I wondered which of the luxury vehicles we would be taking.  It would be nice to be back in familiar territory in one of my own possessions.

Marlene was walking towards the servant’s wing as I walked down the corridor towards the garage.  Apparently she was in no hurry to be recognized as the new Mrs. Bennington.

She wore a simple peasant blouse and a pair of tight jeans.  She had a very common appearance indeed that was hardly worthy of a woman of her status.  She stopped in front of me and gave me a strange look.

“Where do you think that are you going Elizabeth?”

At first I didn’t know what she meant since she hadn’t said where we were headed.  I gave her a puzzled look.

“I was going to the back door like you said Ma’am.”

“No dear you’ll be using the other back door—the servant’s entrance—from now on.  How else do you think you can keep your stay here a secret?”

“You’re right!  Good idea!”

She gave me a stern look.

“Good idea?  Is that how you speak to your employer?”

“I’m sorry Ma’am.  Good idea My Lady.”

“That’s better.  Now let’s go.”

We turned back around and walked together to the rear servant’s entrance.  It was the exit door right at the end of the hallway next to my bedroom that the servants were required to use.

The door was actually my idea too.  I had insisted on a separate servant’s entrance so that we didn’t have to mix with them.  It kept them out of the home so they could come and go as needed without interrupting us in the main residence.

The door exited onto a paved driveway where the servants kept their own vehicles.  I was dismayed as I saw the vehicle we were about to get into.  I had been expecting a ride in comfort in one of my luxury cars and instead we were taking the car Marlene had used when she was the junior maid—a well-worn Volkswagen Beetle.

I smoothed my maid uniform as we climbed in together.  Marlene took the driver’s seat.

“Marlene, where are we going?”

She started the car and gave me a look.

“Dear you need to continue to practice even when we are away from Bennington Place.”

“I’m so sorry.  If I may ask Madame, where are you taking me?”

She didn’t really answer my question.

“If you are going to stay at Bennington Place you’ll need to change your appearance.  We’ll get you started today.”

We drove in silence for about an hour to a part of town I had never been to before.  Here the shops looked run down and the people were not dressed as well as I was used to seeing them.  We came to a stop in front of a salon with a sign proudly proclaiming “Miss Gina’s Salon and Spa”.

While I was happy to have the chance to have my hair styled I was puzzled as to why we hadn’t gone to my usual salon—Leonardo always worked miracles with my hair there and I knew that his masterful touch would feel wonderful in my present state.

“Miss Gina’s?  Madame why did we come here?  Leonardo…”

She cut me off in mid-sentence.

“Do you really want to go to Leonardo’s looking like you are?  We need to change your appearance so I brought you where they won’t know you.  This is where I usually go to have my hair tended to.  Now remember you are a maid now, so try and act like it!  Do as you are told!”

I smiled.  Marlene was really getting into this game.

“Yes Madame.”

Marlene was greeted with a hug by Gina herself as I stood waiting for an introduction.  Finally Marlene turned to me as she talked to Gina.

“Hey Gina, this is Miss Mimi Soubrette.  She is going to work at Bennington Place as the new junior maid.  I brought her here so that you could make her presentable.”

Gina laughed then gave me a long look before she spoke.

“Mimi Soubrette?  Mimi Soubrette the maid?  Seriously?  Really?”

She laughed again.  I was surprised to hear the name—it was the first time that Marlene had mentioned it.  I didn’t know why Gina was laughing but I liked the sound of the name.  I was Mimi.  Miss Mimi Soubrette.  It sounded quite stylish to me and I liked it.  Marlene spoke again.

“Yes, that’s her name.”

Gina smiled.

“Very well.  She definitely could use some freshening up.  I’ll see what I can do.  What do you have in mind?”

Marlene opened her purse and took out a picture.  She presented it to Gina without showing it to me.

“Something like this.  I think it is more appropriate for her position.  This should be easy for her to work in and easy for her to take care of.  Don’t you think?”

Gina nodded her head.

“Perfect.”

With that I was taken to a chair at the back of the salon.  It was not the well-padded type like they had at Leonardo’s but I managed.  Gina draped me with a cape and picked up a pair of shears.

“Mimi you might want to close your eyes for this.”

I couldn’t imagine what she could possible do that I wouldn’t want to see but I took her advice and closed my eyes anyway.  She carefully brushed my hair out—it was a lovely feeling to have my hair untangled and flowing down over my shoulders again.

I heard a snip and then I felt myself slipping away.  I hadn’t slept much the night before and soon I found myself dozing off while Gina meticulously worked away.


CHAPTER 11.  Meet Mimi Soubrette

I was lying back in the chair dreaming about my bedroom.  In my dream I was being tended to by Marlene.  She was helping me dress and I was admonishing her for being slack in her work and not being respectful enough of my position as her employer.

She helped me slip into a satin bra and panty set.  Then she held my dress out like a good servant before I put it on.  I felt sexy and powerful as she zipped it up the back for me.

In my dream I looked in the mirror and realized that Marlene had put me into a maid’s uniform.  Now she was standing behind me laughing at me.

Then I was jolted awake by Gina as she rinsed my hair.  Now I found that I was tilted back with my head resting on the stylist’s sink.  When she finished rinsing she adjusted the chair so I sat up.

Still sleepy I sat uninterested while her blow dryer worked its magic on my wet hair.  Finally the noise stopped and Gina spoke.

“My word you must have been tired Mimi dear.  You slept through the whole process.  Are you ready for the unveiling Miss Mimi Soubrette?”

For a moment I wondered who Mimi Soubrette was.  Who was she speaking to?  Then I remembered that it was the name that Marlene had given me.  Then I corrected myself.  That was the name Mrs. Bennington had given me.

I yawned as I shook my head yes.  She slowly turned the chair back towards the mirror that was over the counter where her styling tools were sitting.  For a moment I thought I was still dreaming as I saw a strange reflection in the mirror.

My beautiful auburn hair had been cropped off leaving me with a short boyish hairdo.  Worse than that though it was now bleached blonde.  I didn’t look like myself at all.  My only thought was that this was definitely another person.

There was no way that the woman in the mirror was me.  It just couldn’t be.  My mouth gaped open while I stared in disbelief.  I could see Marlene standing behind me with a big smile of approval on her face.

“Well what do you think Mimi dear?”

I continued to stare at the woman in the mirror as Gina spoke.  She was admiring her work with a beaming grin.

“Don’t worry dear.  Those lashes won’t come off—they are glued on permanently.”

I hadn’t even noticed the lashes until she mentioned them.

They were the absolute longest lashes I had ever seen.  Each blink of my eye was a sexy flirt by the blonde in the mirror.  I couldn’t believe what had been done to me.

Marlene broke the silence.

“Time to go sweetie.  We have more stops to make!”

I followed her out to the car in a disoriented daze.  Marlene said she was going to change my appearance and she had done exactly that.

We didn’t go very far.  Marlene parked the car just a few blocks away still on the poor side of town.  We went into a shop that sold cheap jewelry.  The type I would never look at as Mrs. Bennington but today was a different day.

You know the kind of merchandise.  They carried cheap tacky baubles and trinkets of the sort that teenage girls play with.  The salesgirl greeted us with a smile.

She looked at Marlene as she spoke.

“What can I get for you girls today?  Would you like to see anything in particular?”

I couldn’t think what we could possibly want in her store.  Marlene quickly answered.

“We need piercing and new earrings.  Can you pierce ears here?”

“Absolutely!  Come this way.”

I wondered what she had in mind.  I knew that Richard detested pierced ears.  For that reason I made sure that the staff never had any piercings.  It was simply not allowed.  Why would Marlene want her ears pierced?

It wasn’t until the salesgirl took us to the back of the store and Marlene had me sit down that I realized what Marlene had in mind.  The piercing was not for her it was for me!

Marlene instructed the clerk to show her something called a studs ear cuff chain piercing.  In short order I was pierced and fitted with earrings for both ears.

The gaudy chain jewelry hung in a loop from the top of my ear down to the lobe of my ear.  Each earring had three silver chains that hung together causing a clinking sound in both ears whenever I moved my head.

It was definitely a trashy accessory.  I was certain that Richard would be appalled when he saw them and would immediately insist that I remove them.

After the earrings were fitted we looked at necklaces.  Marlene perused the selection before deciding on a heavy silver chain that held a large silver lock.  I thought it too was a bit tacky at first but when she had me put it on it seemed to go well with my chain earrings.

For a final touch Marlene picked out a pair of faux eye glasses.  I didn’t wear glasses but she insisted that I put on the slim black plastic frames that she had selected for me.  They stood out on my face in contrast to my blonde hair.

I stared at the unfamiliar woman in the mirror while Marlene spoke her satisfaction to the salesgirl.  The blonde maid with the short hair and silver jewelry was a total stranger to me.

With the addition of my glasses Marlene was satisfied with her efforts.  She paid for the purchases and we returned to Bennington Place.


CHAPTER 12.  Shopping

I did not sleep well that night.  My ears were sore from the piercings so I tossed and turned all night while the chains tinkled in my ears.  It seemed like as soon as I fell asleep the sun beamed brightly through the open window and skylight into my eyes and I was once again wide awake.

I was angry at myself for putting the windows and skylights into the rooms.  It would be impossible to sleep in late with the brilliant morning light shining in.

I only had two things to wear.  I woke up in the used cotton nightshirt that Marlene had left for me in my room and of course I had my maid uniform.  Realizing I had time before Marlene would get up I took my time putting the uniform back on.

The good news was that Marlene had promised a day of shopping.  She said that I needed to have a personality of my own and that she would help me with appropriate attire.

I looked forward to wearing something other than the dreadful second hand maid uniform.  Not only that but the thought of donning satin lingerie again was simply delightful.

Once I put the uniform on I stood in front of the mirror by the doorway thinking about the odd looking woman reflected in the mirror.  Richard would certainly not approve.

Richard likes a certain type of woman.  He had once told me that he was attracted to long auburn hair—just like I had before my trip to the salon.  He has a general distaste for blonde women often calling them shallow.  As a result he had never dated a blonde woman and he always insisted that no blonde woman work for him.

Richard also said that he had never dated a woman who wore glasses.  He had said that glasses detract from the glamour of a woman and that he never wanted to see perfection defaced in such a tacky manner.

Similarly he didn’t like jewelry on women.  He said that women look cheap when they are adorned with trinkets.  As I result I had seldom put on any jewelry.

Previously I had only worn clip on diamond earrings and diamond necklaces.  Even then these were only worn when we were going out on the town in order to keep up the Bennington image of wealth.

If there was anything that I knew about Richard it was the type of woman that he desired.  He liked thin women without too much shape.  He always called big busted women bimbos and those showing too much leg harlots.

He only wanted a hint of makeup and minimal body adornments.  Something like gaudy makeup or heaven forbid a tattoo was a complete sexual turnoff for him.  If ever there was a gentlemen who craved plain vanilla it was Richard.

Yes Richard was very conservative.  Even when we made love I had to present myself to him in a traditional manner.

Our routine was the same every night.  I would always prepare myself for him by wearing just a flimsy sheer nightgown with no panties.

Before I got into bed I would light a couple of vanilla scented candles.  It was my favorite scent and it became sort of an inside joke between us.

Richard would often tease me about always having “vanilla sex”.  I knew that was exactly what he liked so I would laugh and ignore his comments.

Once I lit the candles I would lay on my back with my legs spread apart and my hair arrayed out on the bed above my head.  He said that I looked like an angel with a golden halo when I waited for him like that and it would usually put him in the mood for lovemaking.

Richard had a thing for my hair.  When he was in the mood he would begin by gently stroking it as though he were deciding where he should begin.

He would talk to me while he caressed my hair telling me what a beautiful woman I was.  I would take in his compliments enjoying every moment of oral titillation.

Then in a most wonderful moment his hand would float to my womanly bush where it would causally tease me by gently playing with my pubic hairs.  His hand would linger as my pulse would quicken before his lust took over and he would take his pleasure of me in the flickering candlelight.

Yes my beautiful long hair had a hold on Richard.  When we were married I promised myself I would never trim or cut a single strand.  It was my assurance of my hold over him.

Richard and only Richard would decide if any given evening was right for making love.  He would come to bed and critically gaze at me while he decided if he was in the mood.  I could only wait in hope that he would deem me acceptable.  If he decided it was not a good night for him he would simply order me to put my panties back on and give me a kiss goodnight.

Gazing in the mirror and taking in the image Marlene had created I realized what was going on.  Marlene had been kind enough to take me in but she was making sure that not only would Richard never recognize me but that he would have absolutely no sexual interest in me.

I was destined to be an invisible maid.  My blonde hair, glasses and gaudy jewelry would assure her that he would pay no attention to me.  I tried to tell myself that it wouldn’t matter since he was now married to Marlene and that I was just lucky to have a place to stay.

I was lost in these thoughts for quite some time before I realized that stores would be opening soon and I needed to find Marlene so that we could shop.

I found her in the kitchen impatiently sipping a cup of coffee.  Again today she was wearing modest clothing though this time she had upgraded her appearance to a pantsuit.  It wasn’t designer but it was more fashionable than the jeans she had worn the day before.

I couldn’t imagine her going to the finer shops looking like that.  She was definitely underdressed for any kind of real shopping.  I had hopes for a more fruitful shopping trip.  She glared at me when I came into the room.

“Dear maid, do you expect your Mistress to make her own coffee in the morning?”

I stopped for a moment not knowing what to say.  I guess I had momentarily forgotten my place.

“I’m so sorry Ma’am.  It won’t happen again.  I guess I overslept.”

I was not telling the truth but I needed an excuse.

“See to it that this doesn’t happen again.  I can see that you are in need of training.  We will begin tomorrow.  I can’t have you acting like this when Richard gets back or you will be quickly dismissed.  Now come here and sign these papers.”

I walked up to her as she pointed to legal papers that were spread out on the table.

“What am I signing My Lady?”

“We will file these papers at the courthouse today.  They legally change your name from Elizabeth Bennington to Mimi Soubrette.  I don’t want anyone to find out who you really are.”

I signed both copies of the documents without giving a thought to it.  With that I had signed Elizabeth Bennington away but at the same time assured myself of a place to stay.

“Madame is it okay if we check the storage unit on the way back from shopping today?  I want to be sure that there wasn’t just a mix-up and that perhaps all of my things are waiting in storage.”

“Why of course dear.  I’ll also check with the police later for you to see if they have any more information for you.”

With that we proceeded to the servant’s entrance and went outside back to the Beetle.  Marlene drove us over to the other side of town again, this time to a modest mall.

It was strange to walk into a mall without being recognized.  As Mrs. Bennington I would have been surrounded by people asking for autographs or for monetary donations.

As Mimi Soubrette no one paid any attention to the woman in the maid uniform walking with her friend.  In some ways it was disappointing but in other ways it was liberating.  I wasn’t sure if I liked it but I knew that with my new look I would have to get used to it.

We walked into a lingerie store that I had never heard of, a place called Brandi’s Brassieres.  It certainly wasn’t the high fashion sort of place that I normally frequented.  There was a tawdry mannequin in the front window of the shop wearing a tacky corset that was more suitable for a bordello than a fine woman.

Two clerks wearing French maid uniforms came up to us.  One had a name tag with “Brandi” printed on it, the other wore a collar pronouncing her name as Gigi.  I thought the name Gigi was suitable for the girl—she appeared slutty in her maid uniform with her leather collar.  To me her name seemed like exactly what you might discover in a common streetwalker or perhaps in a high school cheerleader.

In an odd gesture Gigi looked me up and down as though she was checking me out.  Her eyes stopped at my necklace.  She gave a shriek.

“Love your necklace!”

For just a moment I thought she was hitting on me but then I decided that she must be taking in my uniform.  When she smiled her approval I wasn’t flattered in the least.

At the same time Brandi ignored me as though I wasn’t even present and instead looked at Marlene while she spoke.  Just to show it was of no matter to me I paid no attention to her and instead looked around the store at the array of garments for sale.

I hadn’t seen or worn Playtex or Maidenform since I married Richard.  For that matter I hadn’t worn any of those common brands ever.  I was more of a luxury custom made girl and the sight of the more common goods made me long for my exquisite collection of lovely lingerie.  Marlene brought me back to the present with a tug on my hand as she led me towards the changing room.

I was glad that the light was dimmed in the tiny dressing room.  Marlene had me take off my uniform and since I had nothing on underneath I was standing before her reflected naked in the mirrors that were on each wall.  The salesgirl Gigi opened the door slightly and after peering in she handed a few garments to Marlene. 


CHAPTER 13.  Womanly Curves

I was certainly not ready for the garments that Marlene had picked out for me.  First there was a pair of panties.  At least I think that you would call the tiny garment a pair of panties.  I always thought that a proper pair of woman’s panties should be full cut, delicate and edged in fancy lace.  A panty should be functional yet elaborate enough to draw a man’s interest.

The black nylon thong she handed me was plain, simple and barely covered anything.  When I slipped them on they certainly left little to the imagination.

The see thru sheer fabric in front did nothing to hide anything.  My pubic hairs were matted down in front while sticking out on each side of the garment.  It was not a pretty effect.  The string that went between my buttocks left me feeling like a harlot.  I tried to protest.

“Ma’am don’t you think something more conservative…”

“Mimi dear, I’m changing your image.  I want to make sure that even if anyone gets a tiny glimpse of you they think they are looking at Mimi Soubrette and not at some fine woman.”

“But nobody should see my…”

“Even in the laundry room?  Remember dear you will be living in my home.  Who knows who might see you when you launder your clothes?  Here, put this on too.”

She handed me a heavy black corset.  As I pulled the heavy garment on I wondered what Marlene was thinking.  It was extremely tight around the waist—I had to breathe in and hold my stomach just to fit into it.  Yet at the same time when I put my arms through the straps and adjusted them it was obvious that the cups were way too large for my breasts.

Clearly the garment was designed for a well-endowed woman.  The large cups were meant for a bustline that I could only dream of.  Six garter tabs dangled from the corset waiting for stockings to appear.

It was a strict figure enhancing foundation garment designed to properly proportion a well-endowed woman.  The evidence was the steel boning that was expected to provide stringent shaping giving any woman a tiny waist and a womanly shape.  In my case it did reduce my midriff but left me with two massive empty cups.

“Ma’am I think this is the wrong size.  You realize that I’m an “A” cup just like you don’t you?”

She seemed annoyed.

“No dear, it’s perfect.”

Just then the salesgirl returned with a couple of boxes and some stockings that Marlene took from her.  Marlene opened one of the boxes and took out a large breast form.  She spoke as she began to insert it into the left cup of my corset.

“We’re going to pad you out a bit Mimi.  I want you to wear your corset every day as well as your breast forms.  Trust me these DDD forms will fill out those cups perfectly.”

She positioned them both inside the cups for me then stood back to admire her work.  She smiled her approval.

I looked at myself in the mirror.  I had never envisioned myself to be a full figured woman.  Yet there I was with what could only be called a massive bustline that would certainly draw attention.  I was speechless as Marlene handed me a package of black stockings.  I slipped them on and attached them to the garter tabs that hung from the corset.

I have to admit that after having no underwear for a couple of days even this slutty ensemble felt good.  After all, I thought, any lingerie is better than none at all.

I struggled to button up my uniform as the dress was not cut to accommodate my new bustline.  I pulled tightly on the garment unsuccessfully trying to force the buttons together at the neckline.  Finally I had to leave an extra button undone at the top and even then I was literally busting out of the dress.  Marlene noticed my difficulty fitting into the uniform.

“Don’t worry dear, I’ve ordered you a new uniform.  It should arrive by mail in a few days.”

Thankful that I would finally have my own dress I smiled.  I guessed that this wasn’t going to be so bad after all.

When we left the changing room the store clerk Brandi had several packages ready for us at the checkout counter.  As she paid Marlene explained that she had made sure that I had one pair of panties and one corset for each day of the week.  I carried the packages out into the mall.

We walked down the hallway towards a shoe store.  Now the males walking by us were looking at me.  I quickly realized that they weren’t recognizing me as Elizabeth Bennington they were simply gazing at my new breasts.

I had never endured such lusty stares before.  Such thoughts were not permitted by friends of the Benningtons or their associates.  Though I found it quite disturbing I was helpless to do anything about it.  As we continued to walk the boys continued to leer at me.  Finally we reached the safety of the shoe store.

I am used to wearing Armani shoes in a sensible heel.  I had picked the 4 inch heels that I was wearing to tease Richard but I normally didn’t wear anything nearly so high like that.  I was looking forward to getting into a pair that was easier on my feet.  Marlene had something entirely different in mind.

We sat down and a young salesgirl came to offer her service.  Just like other stores she ignored me and spoke instead to Marlene.  A few minutes later she came out of the backroom with a pair of strappy sandals.  While I didn’t recognize the brand of shoe and I didn’t even mind that they were sandals it was the heel that immediately captured my attention.

Marlene had decided that somehow a six inch heel would be appropriate wear for her maid.  I gasped as the girl assisted me in putting them on.  I stood up and teetered on unbelievably high heels that I would have never selected for myself.

Marlene immediately shrieked “Perfect!” and told the salesgirl that we would take four pair.  She then told the girl to toss my Armani shoes out because I wouldn’t need them anymore.

I struggled to keep my balance as we walked back to the car.  Just about the time we reached it my feet were sore so I was grateful to sit back down in the Beetle.

Next we were off to the courthouse to file the legal name change.  My heels clicked on the tile floor as we approached the gentleman who was to take care of us.

We sat in front of his desk as he looked the papers over.  Then he smiled as he looked at me with a chuckle.

“So you are changing your name from Elizabeth Bennington to Mimi Soubrette.  Well I can see why you’d want to do that.  You wouldn’t want to be confused with a rich socialite now would you?  Mimi Soubrette seems far more suitable for a woman in your position.”

He looked at me then his gaze went to my breasts before he stamped the papers.  He laughed as he collected a fee in cash from Marlene.

I was now officially and legally named Mimi Soubrette.  When we got back to the car I had a question for Marlene.

“Ma’am, may I ask a question?”

“Sure, go ahead Mimi dear.”

“Why does everyone laugh when they hear my new name?  What is so funny about Mimi Soubrette?”

Marlene started up the car and put it into gear.

“I thought that you knew dear.  They are laughing at you because of Soubrette.”

“What’s wrong with Soubrette?  I thought that was a nice name.”

“Well dear it is.  In fact it is French.”

“French for what?”

“In French Soubrette means servant or maid.  So your new name is actually Mimi Maid.  I suppose that they find that amusing considering your uniform.”

My face flushed red in embarrassment.  No wonder they were laughing at me.

“But, but, Ma’am how could you?”

“Don’t worry Mimi dear.  I’ll probably just be calling you Missy Maid anyway.”

I sat in silence while we drove to the storage company.  I thought that if only my things were there then I could go back to being Elizabeth Bennington.  Then I could show Marlene who was really the boss.


CHAPTER 14.  Rich Bitch

Since I had no purse I had given Marlene the extra key that I had to my storage unit so she could keep it safe for me.  She walked up to the same young man who had been at the desk a couple of days before and asked where we could find unit 231.  He gave us both a long look with his eyes lingering at my bustline before he answered.

“I’ll take you back there.  It seems like a popular unit.  Just the other day some rich bitch was here looking at the same unit.  She still owes me money for the extra key I gave her.”

I cringed at the language he used.  There is nothing I dislike more than being called a “bitch” and yet he had just called me that to my face.

The term is both disrespectful and condescending at the same time.  It also implies loose moral values.  I wouldn’t expect the word to be used in good company and certainly never to be used to describe a highly esteemed woman of means.

I wanted to slap his face.  Of course he didn’t realize who I was.  He didn’t recognize me as the same woman who had been there the other day because now he thought I was a maid.

We followed him past rows of storage units until we arrived at my unit.  I held my breath as Marlene turned the key and the young man opened the door.  My hope faded instantly as the empty unit was revealed.

“Don’t know why everyone is so excited about this unit.  There is nothing in here ladies.”

Now he was leering at me as we walked away from the unit.

“Hey would you like to come over to my place tonight?  I need some housekeeping and maybe afterwards I could show you my bedroom.”

I was shocked at his rudeness.  Before I could reply Marlene responded.

“Sorry dear, she has work to do for me.  Perhaps she can entertain you another time.”

The young man looked disappointed.  As we reached the front counter Marlene put the key to the storage unit down in front of him.

“We won’t be needing this anymore.”

She reached into her purse and then put a twenty dollar bill down next to the key.

“Consider this payment for the key the rich bitch took from you.”

I cringed at her description of me.  It was a cruel joke since she knew that I couldn’t say anything without revealing my identity.  The young man took the key and the twenty and we returned to the Beetle.

Before she started the car Marlene looked over at me.  She spoke as though she had read my mind.

“Get used to it honey.  With your new look you are going to draw the attention of a different class of people—not the high society type that you are used to being around.  Don’t worry girl, the lower class doesn’t bite.”

She could say it all she wanted but I didn’t think I could ever relate to the lower class.  I vowed to ignore them like I always had.

As we drove back to Bennington Place it occurred to me that my things were gone for good.  While Marlene assured me that she would talk to the police on my behalf and that she would get to the bottom of the theft I knew better.  The men and their truck were long gone by now—the situation was hopeless.

It had been a long day.  As we pulled back up to the servant’s entrance Marlene said that I was almost ready to start my training but there was one more stop to make in the morning.

Again I tossed and turned all night.  Even with the bed sheet pulled up over my head the sun woke me up early.

I was reluctant to put the strict foundation garment back on but Marlene had insisted.  So I slowly pulled the corset on and padded out my bust.  The thong panties still felt uncomfortable too.  I put on the maid uniform and I was ready for another day.  Again I looked at myself in the mirror before heading out.

I had become a caricature of the woman I had been.  The buxom woman in the mirror was adorned with jewelry.  Her blonde hair and long lashes made her unfamiliar to me.  At least no one else would recognize me either so I would be safe from the further embarrassment of discovery while I came up with a plan for the future.

After a long look I hurried off to the kitchen to make Mrs. Bennington her coffee.


CHAPTER 15.  Sally Anne’s Place

Marlene didn’t tell me where we were going that day so I was surprised at our destination.  Again we were on the other side of town and this time the VW Beetle stopped in front of a place called “Sally Anne’s Tattoo and Piercing.”

Appalled at what might be waiting for me inside I looked at Marlene hoping for an explanation.  She sensed my trepidation so she explained.

“Mimi dear I want to save you from any humiliation should Richard get a glimpse of you naked.  I thought a small concealed tattoo would do the trick.  I’ve made an appointment for you and all you have to do is tell them Marlene sent you.  Then you just lay down and the technician will do all of the work.  It’s no big deal really, I promise.”

I wasn’t sure under what circumstances Richard might see me naked but I knew that a tattoo would surely make it certain that I would not be confused with his first wife if he were to see me.  The thought of a tattoo was totally repulsive.  I envisioned a big fat burly guy staring at my body while he worked.

“Go ahead sweetie.  I’ve got some stops to make but I’ll pick you up later.”

She raised an eyebrow as though her patience was thinning.  I decided to go ahead and take the plunge.  When I reached for the door of the shop the VW pulled away.

I stepped inside and to my surprise I was greeted by a thin young lady.  She had indulged herself in numerous piercings on her ears and nose but at least she was not the tattooed guy I had envisioned.

From what I could see the only tattoo she had on her body was a delicate tiny pink flower just above her ankle on her left leg. 

When I let her know that Marlene had sent me she showed me to a private room where she instructed me to take my clothes off and put on a gown that fastened in back.

As I lay face down on the table I realized that as pleasantly surprising as the young woman was she did have an irritating problem.  She couldn’t keep quiet as she worked.  She nattered away incessantly as a strong headache set in for me.

She opened up my gown in back then she worked away on my lower back while she spoke.

“Girls get these nowadays all the time.  You have beautiful skin.  This tat should show nicely on you.  I see your kind in here all of the time.  How long have you been spoken for?”

I wasn’t sure what she meant but I just wanted her to stop talking.

“Quite some time dear.”

“How long have you been working as a maid?  I’ve always wanted to do that.  Big homes and wealthy people.  I’d love to serve as a maid but I’ve never had the chance.  How long did you say you’ve been a maid honey?”

“Quite some time dear.”

“You’ll have to tell me how you got the job.  I’ve always wanted to be a maid…”

I hadn’t slept well in days.  Her words faded away into the distance until finally they disappeared completely.


CHAPTER 16.  Rosie’s Girl

I have no idea how long I was on the table or how long I slept.  I was jarred back to life when the young girl slapped me on the buttocks.

“Time to get up sweet pea, we’re all done!”

I was so exhausted that I could barely open my eyes.  There was a burning sensation where she had been working but I had expected that and I knew that it would go away.  She saw me awaken so she continued talking.

“You’re going to love this.  It’s some of my best work.  I’ve done many tramp stamps before but this is lovely.  You want to see?”

Still sleepy I stood up.  I did want to know what Marlene had selected for me.  I stood with my back to a full length mirror as the girl held up a large hand mirror.  I rubbed the sleep from my eyes before I took a look at her work.

My jaw dropped open in disbelief.  Marlene had said I would get a tiny tattoo but instead there was a large rose flower on my lower back.

That wasn’t even the worst part.  Unbelievably above the rose in elaborate script was the phrase “Rosie’s Bitch.”

I was appalled at what had been done to me.

“It’s awful.  Get it off!”

She laughed at me.

“Very funny.  Like I’ve never heard that before.  You know it’s permanent dear.  Now follow these instructions for the next couple of weeks and you’ll be fine.”

She handed me a pamphlet.

I felt an itch in my pubic area and reached down to touch it.  As soon as I did I realized that something else was wrong.  The woman kept talking.

“Oh I hope you like your Brazilian wax.  Most gals don’t get one the same day as a Tat but your friend insisted.”

She pulled my thong from the hanger with my uniform on it and held it up.

“This will fit you much better now.  I think you’ll like the look, it’s very sexy.”

She left me alone to dress.  I felt as though I had been deflowered.  The gal didn’t help me feel any better when I was ready to leave.

I left the room and walked back out into the main room where she was standing in front of the checkout counter.  She smiled at me.

“Your girlfriend already paid for you so you can go.  Say hi to Rosie for me!”

She went back behind the counter as I stood somewhat in shock.  I looked out the window of the shop just as Marlene drove up in the Beetle.

I got into the car and glared at Marlene.  She spoke first.

“What’s the matter Mimi dear?”

“You said a tiny tattoo.”

“You don’t like carnations?”

“Carnations?  What do you mean!  I’ve got a giant red rose with “Rosie’s Bitch” written on my back!”

Marlene looked confused.

“That’s not what I asked for they must have made a mistake!  You can show me later and we’ll talk about it.  I’m sure that there’s something that we can do about that.  When we get back to Bennington Place I’ll make it up to you.  I’ve got something special for you.”

I wasn’t satisfied.

“Don’t think I don’t know what you are trying to do.  A tattoo, this short hair and a Brazilian wax!  You are trying to make me unattractive to Richard.  Don’t you dare deny that!”

There was a moment of silence before she spoke.  She held up her hand flaunting her wedding ring.

“Dear you had best remember who you are talking to.  I am now your employer.  You are now my maid.  You didn’t really think that I would let you stay in my house as a possible distraction for Richard did you?  No dear Mimi.  I’ve done everything I can to make sure that my husband has absolutely no interest in my new maid.

You will appear in my home exactly the way that I want you to appear or you will be thrown out into the cold just like I found you on my doorstep.  The fact that you will be unattractive to Richard is simply a necessary bonus as far as I’m concerned.

As for your Brazilian wax I suggest that you keep yourself completely exfoliated there.  In fact I insist that you do so.  I want you to keep your womanhood bare as a reminder that you no longer have anything to offer to my husband.

Consider it a condition of your continued employment.  I’m sure that it will make those thong panties you are wearing fit you much better.”

I wanted to argue but I knew better.  She was wrong about the thong—the lace against my bare skin only served to draw my attention to my hairless state.  She had humbled me in the most intimate way possible and now there was nothing that I could do about it.  I felt so undignified as I sat next to her shifting my legs trying to get comfortable with my thong tight against my bare skin on the ride home.

By the time we got back to Bennington Place my anger had subsided.  Why worry about a tattoo that nobody would ever see?  Since it was on my back I wouldn’t see it either so I just put it out of my mind.

The more I gave it consideration the more I thought that I could live with the Brazilian wax too.  It made me feel a bit sexy.  Besides she was right.  My thong would look more attractive this way.

I was more curious about what Marlene had bought for me while I was getting my tattoo.  As excited as I was about the revelation that Marlene had a gift for me she said that my present would have to wait until the evening because she was going to begin my formal maid training immediately.


CHAPTER 17.  Proper Etiquette

I stood in front of Marlene in her office.  It was the same office just off the grand front entrance of Bennington Place where I had entertained those asking for money from the Bennington Foundation.

Except now things were different.  I was no longer in running the Foundation, now I was being taught how to serve the new woman in charge.

Instead of wearing a fine suit I was wearing a second hand maid uniform.  Marlene had now added an apron and a mob cap to my attire.  There I stood looking every bit the domestic servant listening intently to the new Mrs. Bennington giving me instructions on how to properly serve her.

“There are rules of etiquette dear that a maid must follow.  I expect you to learn the rules and follow them without question.  Remember that proper protocol makes a proper maid.

Later I will introduce you to my new Administrative Assistant.  After she reports in you will receive most of your instructions from her.  For now I will teach you so that you will be acceptable—we wouldn’t want the staff to think that I made a poor hire.

In addition to addressing me properly you will always address all superior women as My Lady.  Keep in mind that since you are the junior maid every woman you come across is your superior.

Strict obedience is important.  Failure to obey this simple rule is an indication that you are not properly trained and it could give away your identity.  Do you understand?”

It seemed simple enough.

“Yes My Lady.”

“Very good.  Normally a verbal response to a superior would be accompanied by a curtsy showing your respect so you should learn to do the same.”

“Yes My Lady.”

Then I bowed a curtsy before her.  I felt a strange lewd shudder as I did it.  Was that excitement that I felt?  It couldn’t be.

Then it hit me.  I had just curtsied to my former maid!  Who would ever think it possible yet I had just done it.

I reminded myself that I was penniless and I had to make do the best I could.  Was I so proud that I couldn’t do a simple curtsy?  I thought not.

“Now then you will also respond to this bell.”

She picked up a new addition to my old office—a small hand bell that was on the desk.  She shook it and it gave a tinkle.

“When you hear it you will immediately report to me.  I may use the house intercom to summon you but wherever you are you will stop what you are doing and you will respond to my call.  When you arrive you will greet me properly and curtsy then you will wait for my instructions.

If there is ever any door between you and me you will not enter without announcing yourself first.  You will knock and then whisper “It is your maid My Lady”.  You will not ever enter without receiving permission from me.

Now then you will also show proper respect to Richard as well as any male that I may entertain.  All men that you will come across are your superiors.  You will address all men with “Yes Sir” and you will also curtsy before them. 

You should know that men think that they can take certain liberties with maid servants.  It is tradition that you do not refuse advances from any man who cares to sample your charms.  There will be no exception to this rule in my house.  Do you understand girl?”

“Yes My Lady.”

I gave her a curtsy.  I couldn’t imagine under what circumstances such a thing could happen.  Only the finest businessmen had graced our doorstep.  I knew Richard would have no interest in me the way I had been changed.  It seemed to me it was a safe promise to make.  She smiled at me.

“Very good.  Along those same lines you should understand that in your new profession you are always wrong.  No matter the issue if there is a question or doubt a maid is always wrong and she will not argue with her superiors.  I should never hear the word “no” cross your lips ever again in any context.

Now I know you have a new name that you are very proud of.  While I may introduce you to the staff and to Richard as Miss Mimi Soubrette from this point on I will usually call you Missy Maid or simply Maid depending upon my mood.  I expect you to respond to that as though it is your given name.”

Now she looked me straight in the eye.  I instinctively lowered my eyes, unable to meet her gaze.

“Very good.  You should not return the gaze of a superior but rather you should lower your eyes as a reflection of your meek surrender to your superiors.

From this point on you will not speak unless spoken to.  If you must speak you will ask permission first from your superior by saying “May I speak My Lady?”  You must then wait for permission before continuing.  Don’t do this too often though because nobody likes a chatty maid. 

You will always walk behind me or any others in the household.  Walking together implies that you are equal which of course you are not.  You will need to remember your place at all times as the junior maid which is the lowest position in the household.

You should also be forewarned that I run a strict household.  Infractions will not be tolerated and will be met with discipline sessions of my choosing.  By staying here you agree to accept any such punishments without question.  Do you agree?

“Yes My Lady.”

My curtsy followed.

“Very good then.  From this point on you will observe all of my rules.  Practice makes perfect.  You need to have them completely down by the time Richard returns.  No exceptions will be tolerated.

Now we’ll see how well you can clean.  The junior maid is responsible for the living quarters of the servants as well as the rest of the mansion.  I’ll start you out in the servant’s quarters so that you don’t mess anything up here in the main residence.  Follow me.”

She stood up and led me out of her office.  I followed behind her until we reached the servant’s hallway.  She led me into the laundry room and pointed to a closet.

“All of your supplies are in there.  You are to start with the main servant’s hallway and clean it well enough to eat off of.  When you finish you are to come to my office and inform me so that I may inspect your work.”

“Yes My Lady.”

I gave still another curtsy.  With that she turned and left me alone.  I went over to the closet to find something work on the floors with.  My heart sank as I remembered that I had forbidden the staff to use a mop on the floors of Bennington Place.

My thought had always been that a floor couldn’t be properly cleaned unless the maid was in close contact with it.  I had instituted the rule the day that my maid—Marlene—had missed a spot on the floor.  I was furious at the sloppy work and had made her toss out all of the mops.

For maid Marlene this had meant always cleaning the floor by hand.  Now I realized that the only way for me to clean the floor would also be to get down on my hands and knees.

It would be another one of my many rules that would come back to haunt me.  I wistfully thought if only I hadn’t been so hard on the help things would be easier for me today.

I found a bucket then added some soap and filled it with water.  I also found a cloth that I had seen Marlene use on the floors.  I took a deep breath and got down on my knees and began to work.

All of the hallway floors in the mansion were finished with imported Italian marble tile.  I had picked out the tiles myself.  As I washed the floor in the servant’s wing for the first time I had a sense of how big Bennington Place really was.  I thought that I would never finish with even this short hallway which was nothing compared to the rest of the estate. 

While I worked I couldn’t help but wonder what my friends would say if they could see Elizabeth Bennington down on her hands and knees on the floor scrubbing away in the servant’s quarters.  Then I thought that thankfully they would never know because it was Mimi Soubrette who was actually doing the work.


CHAPTER 18.  Baby Doll

I never had spent much time in the servant’s wing.  It wasn’t until this day that I fully appreciated the size of the hallway that led to the servant’s quarters and the laundry room.  It was well after noon before I reached the end of the long corridor and finally stood up from the task at hand.

I reported to Marlene in her office just like she had directed.  I tapped lightly on her door before whispering.

“It is your maid My Lady.”

The door opened and Marlene strode past me without saying a word.  I followed a couple of steps behind her back to the servant’s wing.  She looked carefully into each corner of the hallway before stopping and pointing to a spot near the laundry room.

“This is not clean.  This is sloppy work.  Do the entire hallway again.”

She didn’t wait for my response.  Instead she turned and walked away leaving me alone standing stunned in the hallway.

I retrieved the bucket and filled it again.  The sun shined down through the hallway skylights as I got back down on my knees and started all over again.

By the time I finished my back throbbed and my knees were sore.  The skylights above were dimmed by the setting sun.  This time I looked carefully at the hallway trying to detect any spots that I had missed.  I decided that I had done the best that could be done so again I reported to back to Marlene.

This time I found her reclining on a sofa reading a book as she sipped tea.  I walked up to her and gave a curtsy before waiting for her instructions.  She casually continued to read while I waited for her acknowledgement of my presence.  I shifted on my heels as I obediently waited for her attention.

Finally she looked up.

“I suppose you have finished with the hallway?”

“Yes My Lady.”

“Very well.  I shall inspect it again.”

She took a box from the floor next to her and handed it to me.  I carried it with me as I followed behind her back to the servant’s wing.  This time thankfully my work met with her approval.  She gave me a smile.

“You’ve shown improvement Missy Maid and I like that in my employees.  I anticipated this so I have brought you a gift which you may now open.”

She continued as I eagerly started to pry the lid off of the box.

“Your clothing will identify you as an employee here.  I wouldn’t want anyone to think that you are anything but a servant in this house.  So you may only wear a maid uniform by day and you may wear this after working hours to sleep in.”

Happily I wouldn’t have to wear Marlene’s old cotton nightshirt anymore.  Excitedly I was hoping for a luxurious nightgown.  I missed my satin creations that were so elegantly divine to sleep in.

I opened the box and to my dismay I found a tacky pink lace babydoll nightie with matching thong panties.  My first thought was that it must be some kind of joke.  She couldn’t possibly expect me to sleep in that could she?

“I know you’ll like it dear.  Try it on!”

I couldn’t seem to help myself.

“Yes My Lady.”

She watched intently as I started to shed my uniform right there in the hallway.  Then she surprised me.

“Slowly dear.  Even a maid should seductively tease as she disrobes.”

I slowly dropped my dress to the floor then hesitated before enticingly removing my corset and panties.  Finally I was stripped naked.

“Turn around dear, I want to see you.”

“Yes My Lady.”

I did a slow turn as she had instructed.  I felt strange and I could feel her eyes on me as I turned.

“The tattoo becomes you as does your Brazilian.”

“Thank you My Lady.”

I don’t know why but somehow her approval made me feel better about my tattoo and my bare pubic region.  I put the baby doll nightie on and pulled up the matching pink thong.  She beamed her approval.

“Exactly what I had in mind.  I doubt that you’ll be traipsing around the mansion at night in that.”

She was right about that.  I could just imagine how I looked.  Probably like I belonged in a French brothel.  She gave a laugh and asked me to retrieve the nightshirt I had used on previous nights.  She took the nightshirt with her and then left me for the evening.

I did not sleep well that night.  The baby doll nightie was fringed in stiff lace that irritated my skin.  The thong panties had the same aggravating lace near my pubic area and drew my constant attention to it.  Even after I rubbed baby oil on my private area the itching continued.  I tossed and turned all night long until the sun came in through the window announcing a new day.


CHAPTER 19.  Training Continues

That next day I was instructed as to the proper way to vacuum carpets and dust surfaces.  I had never noticed how a maid carefully moves a vacuum in a specific pattern several times over a section of carpeting before moving on.  Now I knew better.

The size of Benning Place dictated that I had to vacuum the estate by dividing it into sections then assigning each section to a different day of the week.  This enabled me to have time for other cleaning duties.

I found emptying the dust bin of the vacuum to be a most distasteful task.  I was required to take the machine outside through the servant’s exit to empty the bin.

No matter how hard I tried to avoid it when I emptied it I always seemed to have billowing clouds of dust soil my uniform.  It was humiliating enough wearing a maid uniform with a matching apron and cap but the dirt was a humbling reminder that I was actually a working maid. 

It was mid-afternoon when I reported back to My Lady.  She had me follow her back to the servant’s wing where we entered the laundry room.

My Lady reminded me that there are two washers and two dryers in the mansion.  One set was for the clothing of Richard and Madame and the other much smaller units were for the servant’s use.  Fortunately I had singed my things in the servant’s dryer and not in the dryer used specifically for the newlywed couple.

My Lady explained that since I had but one uniform I would need to wash it and iron it every evening until my own uniforms arrived.  So once I learned how to operate the machines in the laundry room I made a trip every evening dressed in my baby doll nightie over to the laundry room to wash my only maid uniform.

There was so much for me to learn I wasn’t sure that I would ever get it all down.  Marlene showed me how to clean bathrooms, tidy up the kitchen and even how to serve meals properly.

Just when my enthusiasm started to wane Marlene gave me the bad news.  The police had given up searching for the movers and I was simply out of luck.

There was no longer any hope for a rescue.  The cavalry wasn’t going to come to my aid by presenting me with the stolen goods.  The news was devastating but it fixed my attention on the work at hand.

While I was busy ironing My Lady’s laundry it occurred to me that I should go back to my family.  But then reality hit me—the Harrington family had disowned me and I would not be welcomed there.

Now I was damaged goods.  I had been tarnished by my relationship with the Bennington family.  No, I was on my own and would have to make the best of my situation.

For a while I thought my best option was simply to win Richard back.  After all he had left me for the maid.  I mean what did a simple maid have that I didn’t?

When I looked at Marlene I didn’t see anything special.  In fact she appeared much like I had before I had been transformed into what I had now become.

Yes it took me quite a while to even say it let alone admit it to myself.  I was indeed now a…servant.  I was now a mere domestic maid.

Implausibly I had changed places with my former employee.  I was now employed by the woman who had served me as my maid.  I was working for her in the house that I once owned.  She even wore my wedding ring on her finger. 

A Harrington had first become a Bennington and now in the most precipitous fall imaginable I was a Soubrette.  I was Mimi Soubrette.  There I finally admitted it.

So now I can say without much hesitation that Marlene resembled the woman I had been before I became…a maid.

It made me think.  I could only wonder what was so special about her.

If only I knew I could win Richard’s heart back.  Or so I thought.  When a woman becomes a member of the working class she can only cling to hope since there is nothing else left to keep her afloat.

All of these thoughts went through my head while I worked.  Laundry, ironing, dusting and shining windows all became standard parts of my day.  The drudgery of a maid’s life was difficult for me to accept.

I was embarrassed when Marlene showed me how to make beds.  Since I was a child I always had a servant to do that task for me.  Quite honestly I had thought that my bed somehow had made itself up after I left mine behind in the morning.  Yet there was My Lady showing me the proper way to tuck sheets and fluff pillows.

Now it was my job to be sure her chambers were perfect for her when she called it a day.  I was told as though I were a child not to leave my quarters in the morning until my bed was also properly made up.

I suppose that the most humiliating aspect of being a maid is cleaning floors.  My Lady insisted on spotless floors that shined so I spend a good part of each day down on my knees hand polishing the beautiful marble flooring.

Marlene would walk by me while I worked on the floors sometimes tracking wet footprints from areas I had just finished.  This forced me to do the surface twice in order to avoid her criticism of my work.

She would often offer suggestions to me on improving my work while I was down on the floor and I would find myself on my knees looking up at her as she spoke.

It reminded me of the shameful way I had begged her to make me her maid.  It made me feel like she was somehow superior to me.  The thought occurred to me that she was doing it on purpose.  That somehow she was enjoying my plight.

I was able to dismiss the notion.  How could I even think it?  She had been so kind as to offer me shelter when I needed it the most.  I had volunteered to be her maid--she had not forced me to accept the position.

She was even offering me employment until I could work things out.  If her kindness meant that I would have to clean some floors I was willing to swallow my pride and do it.


CHAPTER 20.  New Image

The uniform that I was wearing was well worn the first day that I put it on.  Towards the end of the second week I had washed it many times and the edges were starting to fray.  So it was with great joy when the doorbell rang and I opened the back delivery entrance to find a postal delivery truck.

I can still remember when the packages arrived.  Several boxes came in the door all labeled that they were from a custom uniform manufacturer.  At least I would finally have my own uniform to replace the second hand uniform that I had been wearing.

Once the delivery boy left Marlene set me to work opening boxes right where they had been dropped.  What came out of them was certainly not what I expected.  As I held up the first uniform for her approval she beamed her excitement while my heart sank.

I had always insisted on prim and proper looking servants.  A servant should be plain and dull so as not to be particularly visible.  Conservative attire is a must with no exceptions.

Apparently My Lady had a different vision for her staff.  The first uniform out of the box was a black satin French Maid uniform elegantly embroidered with the name “Missy Maid”.  It came complete with a white crinoline petticoat designed to flare the skirt out.  I could hardly believe my eyes.

“I just have to see you in it right this minute.  Try it on Missy Maid right now!”

I was hoping that she was kidding but by the tone of her voice she was really excited.  We stood in the delivery foyer with all of the boxes around us as I slipped out of my second hand uniform and draped it over a stack of boxes.

Just as I began to step into the uniform there was a knock at the door.  I quickly held my dress against my breasts trying to cover myself up as My Lady opened the delivery door.

The delivery boy had returned.  He had forgotten to have Marlene sign for her order.  It was also COD so he was expecting payment.  He handed her the paperwork and his leering eyes turned to me.

Just weeks before I would have slapped his face just for the hungry grin he had on him as he viewed me partially dressed in my new uniform.  An ominous sense of dread slowly set in.  I could hear a voice in my head repeating the instructions that Marlene had given me when she hired me.

“All men that you will come across are your superiors.  You will address all men with “Yes Sir” and you will also curtsy before them.  You should know that men think that they can take certain liberties with maid servants.  It is tradition that you do not refuse advances from any man who cares to sample your charms.  There will be no exception to this rule in my house.”

Marlene noticed his ogling but instead of helping me out she urged him on.

“Don’t just stand there boy zip her up!”

With that Marlene left us alone to find him a check.  The boy smiled broadly as he came around behind me then gently pulled my dress up over my shoulders.

His fingers found their way to the zipper.  He took his time leisurely zipping it closed.  The uniform slowly conformed to my shape as I was enclosed in the tight garment.

His hand lingered at the collar as he savored the moment.  Then I felt a hand on my buttocks as he freely fondled me there.

Time stood still.  I remembered my instructions regarding men but I never expected that it could possibly come to this.  If only Marlene would return I could be saved.  The minutes seemed like hours while his hands roamed.  Marlene apparently was in no particular hurry.  I gasped as his fingers came around to my crotch and gently stroked me there.

I am ashamed of what I did next.  Perhaps it was the emotional roller coaster I had been through.  Or maybe it the fact that Richard had rarely made love to me or even kissed me in the light of day.  He was just a delivery boy after all but for a weak moment it didn’t seem to matter.

I pressed myself against his fingers.

The boy was startled as Marlene returned interrupting the interlude.  He feared her wrath but instead he was surprised by her response to the lewd scene she had come upon.

“I see you’ve noticed the charms of my maid dear boy.  Perhaps you should make yourself further useful and assist her into her petticoat.” 

I doubt that the poor boy had ever come upon a real woman before.  His hands trembled and his breathing was heavy as he held my petticoat and I stepped into it.  He carefully lifted my dress and then pulled the slip all the way up to my corset.

He was facing me looking me straight in the eyes.  He made no effort to hide his lust—it was as plain as day in his eyes.  For just a moment he lost his self-control and pulled me close and holding me by the waist he lavished me with a deep penetrating kiss.

Surprised at his bold move I briefly returned his kiss before I struggled to push him away.  His strong arms held me firmly as his tongue probed ravenously inside of me.  When he had his taste he turned to Marlene.  She gave him back his clipboard with the check and signed paperwork as though nothing had happened.

“Consider that your tip boy.  I hope you enjoyed yourself.”

He couldn’t have been happier.

“Thank you Ma’am.  Yes I did!”

Marlene turned to me.

“Missy Maid, what do you say to a gentleman who has just graced you with his attentions?”

I couldn’t believe her!  Not only had I been violated by the boy she was insisting on my proper etiquette!

It pained me ever so much but I managed to pull myself together and bob a curtsy to him.  I bowed my head as I spoke.

“Thank you kind sir for your attentions.”

Marlene was pleased with my performance.

“Very good girl!”

He gave me a wicked grin as he exited through the front door.

I felt so cheap as the door closed behind him.  Powerful men had longed to touch me before and I had always flirted with them but had always left them longing.  This simple delivery boy had taken much more liberty with me than any of them had dared.  Imagine a mere delivery boy stealing a kiss from me!

Not only that but the uniform that I was wearing hardly covered anything.  I had stood there while he had groped me with my stocking tops exposed unable to move without flaunting my bottom as though I was longing for more of his touch.

Marlene turned her attention back to me.

“Boys will be boys won’t they dear?  You had better get used to it honey.  Exhibiting your body like a cheap harlot will do that to both men and boys.

That flirty uniform you are wearing will bring out the passion in all of them.  My dear even the delivery boy couldn’t resist you!  Perhaps your charms will even draw a suitor for you willing to put you to work in his own home.”

She gave a haughty laugh.

“Now then Missy Maid you are to take all of these boxes to your room.  You’ll find that you have three types of uniforms plus coordinating aprons and hats.  From now on I will consider you out of uniform unless you have your apron on as well as your lace cap.

You will use the black uniform for cleaning.  You will change into the blue uniform to serve meals.  You will change into the red uniform after dinner and for special occasions.  Do you understand?”

I was still thinking about the boy who had stolen a kiss but I managed to respond with a curtsy.

“Yes My Lady.”

“Very well.  Go to it girl.  Oh there’s one more thing.  Take that frown off of your face.  I expect you to wear a smile at all times when you are in my service.  I wouldn’t want anyone to think that my maid isn’t happy with her lot in life.

That’s all for now honey.  You are dismissed.”

I smiled like I was told to do.

She returned to her office as I began to gather boxes to take to my room.


CHAPTER 21.  Help Arrives

The next day the rest of the serving staff was scheduled to arrive.  I was eager to meet them.  The workload had been exhausting so I was hoping that perhaps another maid or two had been hired in order to help me out.

I would feel much better with more maids around the house.  If nothing else then I wouldn’t be the only servant wearing a French maid uniform.

I felt silly wearing the tiny dress.  With my padded bustline and my petticoat flaring out I had an hourglass look that I suppose was enticing but I found that as I moved about I was constantly aware of the inadequate length of the garment.

It was impossible to work without constantly flashing my buttocks.  If I bent over or reached up I was giving a view that no lady would feel comfortable with.  At least if there were more servants dressed the same way that I was I wouldn’t feel so awkward.  Or so I thought.

Marlene had me stand at attention in the front foyer as the car pulled up with the new servants.  To my dismay only two young women entered Bennington Place—each greeting Marlene with a hug as I stood meekly by and watched.  Finally they turned their attention to me as Marlene spoke.

“Missy Maid this is my new administrator.  Please greet Miss Gwendolyn Roselyn Beckett.”

I recognized my cue and gave her a curtsy.  The woman was dressed in a conservative pinstriped business suit with a skirt that fell below her knees.  She was well made up and looked strictly professional.  She appeared much younger than I.

“She is in charge of all of the staff.  You will report to her.”

The woman looked at me as though inspecting merchandise before purchase.  Finally she spoke.

“My friends call me Rosie but you will address me as “My Lady”.  I expect your full cooperation in all matters or you will be dismissed.”

Marlene continued.

“Please greet Miss Betsy Maye.”

I curtsied to the young woman who also was years my junior.  She paid scant attention to me with her eyes looking directly at Marlene.

“Miss Betsy is my Chef.  She will prepare all meals.”

Miss Betsy was also professionally dressed.  I felt inferior even to the new staff members as I stood before them in my French maid uniform.

With that Marlene turned and headed off to her office leaving me standing in front of the two new staff members.  Miss Betsy immediately proceeded towards the kitchen leaving me in front of Rosie.

“Our luggage is at the curb dear.  Take it to our quarters.  Then report to me there—we must give you a more professional look.  Look at you!  You haven’t a spot of makeup on you!  That is not acceptable in this house!”

She turned and walked away leaving me alone in the foyer.

The cab driver had left their luggage—ten large pieces in all—just outside the front door.  I struggled with each one taking it to their assigned rooms.  When I finished I waited for Rosie outside her room.

When she arrived she took me into her room and positioned me in front of the mirror next to the door.


CHAPTER 22.  Makeup

I stood obediently in front of the mirror while Rosie applied a variety of luscious cosmetics to me.  Since Richard never liked “painted women” I had never done much with makeup.  I have to admit that it was fun to watch as my features magically changed.

She didn’t like my eyes—she said they were too innocent--so she made them more striking by mixing several dramatic shades of brown with black mascara to bring out their best.  She plumped my lips with lip liner and glossy peach lipstick.  Then she worked on my cheeks.  When she finished I had rosy red cheeks.  Finally she spritzed me with a generous mist of fragrant perfume.

The end result was that I was now a more alluring looking French maid.  I was now a sexy painted lady.  It’s not so much that I minded that.  It was just that I had never envisioned myself that way.

Aside from that my new look definitely did not fit Bennington Place as I knew it.  The estate had always been prim and proper.

We even had a huge formal dining room to go with our traditional looking servants.  It had been a place where Richard and I had entertained the titans of business in a most tasteful manner.

Now I looked as though I were some kind of trashy tart all sexed up for a night on the town.  I was more suited for a red light district where prostitutes roamed than for stately Bennington Place.  What would people think of me?

That next morning I duplicated her work on myself by carefully applying my own makeup before I reported for work.  As I looked in the mirror at the French maid with her apron and lace cap I took comfort in the fact that I was sure that absolutely no one would recognize me with this remarkable change in my appearance.

I had been on the cover of business magazines, the subject of television interviews and of course often followed by paparazzi but now I was sure to be completely anonymous.  It was an unexpected benefit of my new position that I found refreshing.  It was a wonderful consolation that would also allow me to save face.

I reported to Rosie along with Chef Betsy as she had ordered in the corridor outside of her quarters for morning inspection.  It was immediately apparent that things were going to be run much differently inside Bennington Place than they had been before Marlene took over.

While I stood in my French maid uniform with my breasts padded out to obscene proportions in full makeup Rosie still appeared as a conservative business professional.  She wore another pinstripe suit more typical for a woman working in a law office than for any kind of servant.

Chef Betsy was also professionally attired.  A white apron did little to hide the fact that she was wearing a similar business suit to the one that Rosie had donned.

If their attire was meant to draw further class distinction between us it worked.  It was obvious that only one person would be servicing the cleaning needs of Bennington Place and it was me.  I felt so common standing in front of Rosie waiting for her approval of my attire.  It was not a feeling that I had ever experienced before.

Rosie took a quick glance at Chef Betsy and pronounced her ready for work.  With a wave of her hand the eager Chef was off to prepare breakfast for Marlene.

Rosie then turned her attention to me.  She slowly took note of my makeup before pronouncing that in the future she expected more mascara around my eyes.  I felt almost honored when she said that while I still needed help with my makeup I would be acceptable for the day.

Then she walked slowly around me taking in my uniform.  She complimented me on the fine bow I had tied on my apron before she gave a slight tug to the hem of my dress.

“This length becomes you dear.  Your legs are nicely presented.  It also shows a hint of your buttocks—precisely the pleasing look that Lady Marlene wants in her maid.  I am fond of the look too.  You are untrained and inexperienced but I suppose that you will have to do.”

I wasn’t sure that it was required but it seemed right.  I swallowed my pride then I gave her a curtsy.

“Thank you My Lady.”

With that she sent me off to tend to laundry duty.

I would like to say that Rosie warmed up to me as the days went by.  That was not the case at all.  She was a stern disciplinarian who seemed to revel in giving me the dirtiest of tasks to perform.

I found myself scrubbing floors, washing windows and even sweeping the front porch outside the main entrance.  As far as Rosie was concerned no job was too big or too dirty for the maid.  All the while as I toiled away she sat in her pristine business suit in an office that Marlene had provided for her.

Perhaps the worst task of all was polishing chandeliers.  This required that I stand on a step ladder and carefully dust and polish the huge fixtures that hung in the foyers at the front entrance and the back entrance as well as in the hallways of Bennington Place.

During this degrading task anyone walking by me would have a clear view of my bottom which was hardly covered by my thong panties.  I felt naked as I performed the duty--mortified that someone might come by and collect an eyeful at my expense.

Rosie seemed intent on forcing me over and over again to engage in the task.  The chandeliers were never cleaned to her satisfaction and she would grin as she ordered me to tend to them once again.

Fortunately only My Lady, Rosie and Chef Betsy were housed in the estate so at least I was spared the indignity of showing myself to any males who may have desired a peek.

After many exhausting days of training under the watchful eye of Rosie the big day arrived.  Richard was finally returning to Bennington Place.


CHAPTER 23.  Richard Returns

By this time I had great expectations of Richard.  I had lost hope that the thieves from the trucking company would ever be found.  The reality that all of my things were gone and that I was poor was setting in.

I feared that I was destined to spend the rest of my life as a common maid performing to the strict orders of Rosie.  The only one who could save me now was Richard.

I gave considerable thought to how I should approach him.  I thought it would be a shock if I just walked up to him and presented myself to him as his former wife.  At the same time I felt sure that he would recognize me even after I had been made over.  Perhaps no introduction would be necessary.  I mean after all we had been married for five years!

So when Rosie instructed Chef Betsy and I to assemble in the front foyer to greet the returning lord of the manor I decided to play along.  I was certain that Richard would take one look at me and the charade would end.  Once he realized who I was I thought that he would definitely take care of me with another gracious display of goodwill and I would be on my way with full dignity restored.

Those were the thoughts that were in my mind as I stood at attention behind Lady Rosie and Miss Betsy.  Marlene positioned herself in front of us as we heard the limousine pull up and the car door open.  It took a few moments but finally the front door opened and my Richard gallantly strode back inside Bennington Place.

We stood at attention as the driver brought his luggage inside.  After the driver left Marlene gave Richard a tight hug then passionately embraced him in a long lewd kiss.  His eyes flashed adoringly at his new wife as he returned her affection.

Immediately I felt a rush of jealousy.  I couldn’t ever remember Richard looking at me that way.  We hadn’t kissed in the light of day since our wedding.  Yet there he was in full daylight caressing Marlene in a most intimate way.

Finally their amorous exchange ended and they turned their attention to Rosie.  Marlene did the introductions.

“Dear this is our new Bennington Place Administrator Miss Gwendolyn Roselyn Beckett.  She will be in charge of the servants and she has my utmost confidence.”

Richard smiled and extended his hand.  Rosie shook his hand as she spoke.

“I am so pleased to be in your service sir.  I will not let you down.”

Richard turned and looked at Miss Betsy as Marlene continued the introductions.

“This is our new Chef, Miss Betsy Maye.”

Again Richard extended his hand in a warm greeting.  Chef Betsy spoke.

“I am so pleased to be in your service sir.  I will not let you down.”

Finally Marlene looked at me as I stood behind the two others.

“The girl back there is our new maid.  Call her Missy Maid.”

Richard gave me a strange look.  He did not extend his hand like he had to the others.  I decided to give a curtsy to him before I spoke.

“I am so pleased to be in your service sir.  I will not let you down.”

Richard paid little attention to my contrite act instead looking at Marlene.

“Isn’t she a bit tawdry for Bennington Place?  I enjoy a French maid as much as the next guy but…”

Marlene interrupted him.

“I thought that she would be entertaining.  The guests will take note of her and speak of her after they leave.  I thought that perhaps she will liven up this dreary place.  Just think of her as a bawdy distraction for our amusement.”

Richard gave a hearty laugh.

“Very well.  We need more spice in our life.  You do surprise me dear.  Always doing something unexpected.  That’s what I love about you.”

To my dismay I had not detected even a glimmer of recognition in Richard.  They kissed again in a passionate embrace as a tear formed in my eye.


CHAPTER 24.  Mr. Griffin

I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised at Richard’s reaction to me.  After all I was the exact opposite of everything that he valued in a woman.

He had a thing for conservative slender women with auburn hair.  Now I was padded out to resemble a buxom woman.  I had bleach blonde hair and a tawdry uniform that gave me a cheap and sleazy look.

Marlene had done a splendid job of turning me into an anonymous looking servant who was of absolutely no interest to Richard.  While my secret was safe it also assured me that there was no hope of rescue.

Just when I thought that things couldn’t get worse they managed to deteriorate even further.  In the weeks that followed while Richard went off to work Marlene set about the task of taking over the Bennington Foundation.  But instead of inviting new suitors in to beg her for funding she took a different approach.

I didn’t realize what was happening at first.  It seemed that Rosie always had me working in the front foyer when clients arrived.  There was plenty to do there from polishing the marble floor to shining the chandelier to dusting the statues of Abigail Bennington, Richard Abigail Bennington and Richard Abigail Bennington II.

This put me in position to answer the door when callers arrived but then I was required to return to work as Marlene conducted her interviews in her nearby office.  On this particular day I was on my knees polishing the floor from rainwater that had been tracked in by her client when I recognized the voice that was speaking to her.

The sound carried from her office and I stopped working when I heard it.  It was then that I realized that Marlene was not inviting new suitors into Bennington Place.  Instead she was bringing in those suitors that I had dismissed without funding and she was offering them financial support!

When I realized what was happening I couldn’t help but feel completely humiliated.  There I was working just outside Marlene’s office as her domestic maid while those suitors that I had turned away were merrily accepting her financial backing.  Then they were walking right past me while I worked—often down on my hands and knees at their feet!

I couldn’t have possibly been humbled or shamed any further than that.  Could it be that Marlene was deliberately exposing me to public degradation?  If I were to be recognized I would never live down the disgrace.  I cringed at the thought.

Day after day one familiar suitor after another approached Marlene while I toiled at menial labor just outside her office.  Each one joyously emerged from her office with check in hand.

To my dismay one day I opened the door to Mr. Griffin.  As I gave the customary required curtsy and welcomed him to Bennington Place I couldn’t help but remember our previous encounter.

While Mr. Griffin was a handsome young man he had no manners at all—at least not when it came to me.  He had leered and ogled me throughout our previous meeting.  It was on accountant of his brutish behavior that I had sent him on his way.

Even as I had escorted him out I had the impression that he was mentally undressing me with his eyes.  Certainly he was not the type that I would associate with and I was glad that I had decided not to help fund his fledgling trucking company.

If he was infatuated with me as Elizabeth Bennington he was completely smitten with me as Mimi Soubrette.  From the moment I opened the door to his lustful gaze I knew that I was in for trouble.

It was an unfortunate occurrence that on the day that he arrived I was tasked with cleaning the entranceway chandelier.  Once I showed the amorous young creature to My Lady’s office I had to return to the step stool to continue shining the fixture.

So when Mr. Griffin emerged from Marlene’s office with check in hand he was treated to a view that a love-struck youth surely could appreciate.  He made no effort to control his desire, instead moving straight over to me and brazenly looking up my dress to admire the view.

Instead of shooing the errant boy away Marlene did nothing to help.  Instead she said something about leaving the lovebirds alone and turned around and returned to the safety of her office.

For what seemed like forever I then had to endure the groping and fondling of the obsessed Mr. Griffin while I stood on the ladder teetering on my heels.

His eager hands audaciously roamed everywhere.  He touched every inch of both of my legs with his fingers lingering on my thighs.  Then he ran them freely over my buttocks before they settled gently between my legs.

He laughed hysterically when he slipped a finger under my thong and found me “wet as a whore” as he put it.  With that distasteful proclamation the scoundrel went out the front door leaving me to ponder the indignity of what had occurred.


CHAPTER 25.  Richard’s Secret Life

The weeks went by while I endured one shameful degradation after another from the same suitors that I had flippantly tossed out the door as Elizabeth Bennington.  As Mimi Soubrette my only option was to smile, curtsy and welcome the same suitors back to Bennington Place so that Marlene could bestow them with a grant.  It was demeaning to say the least.

One evening it all caught up to me.  I had changed into my pink baby doll nightgown and collapsed in exhaustion on my bed.  It was only then that I noticed that I had left my bedroom door open to the corridor in the servant’s wing.  I was too tired to get up to close it and quickly fell asleep.

I don’t know how much time passed but it was definitely the middle of the night when I was awakened to the distant sound of a painful moan.  I thought it was my imagination so I tried to close my eyes but the moan came a second time.  It sounded as though someone was in pain.

I knew that I was forbidden to wander the estate at night but I couldn’t resist investigating the sound.  Somewhere in the house there was a person in need of help.  I followed the desperate plea for help all the way to the wing where the sleeping quarters of Richard and Marlene were.

I was more than familiar with the rooms in this wing.  Bennington Place had many large bedrooms there but only one was in use.  The master bedroom was located at the end of the hallway in the bedroom wing.  The others were kept closed and I had only occasionally dusted and vacuumed in them in the event they would be needed for guests.

As I crept down the corridor towards the master bedroom I noticed that the door was open just a crack and that the noise was coming from there.

I tried not to make a sound as I approached.  The moans became loader as I drew near the door.  My heart pounded in my ears—I was sure that the thumping of my heart could be heard throughout Bennington Place as I took a look through the narrow opening.

I found myself gazing in disbelief at the scene that was before me.  I could see Marlene standing up holding a black riding crop.  She was dressed in tight fitting Jodhpur riding breeches and black riding boots.  A white satin blouse and a black riding hat completed her outfit.

That alone was a strange enough vision at that hour of the night.  But before her on the bed was Richard—stark naked and securely tied face down on the huge bed.  She had placed pillows under him so that his bottom was helplessly up in the air ready to accept her crop without protest.

Clearly she had been administering the crop to his hide.  His bottom was striped red—wicked evidence of the work she had already done.

I watched in awe as she whipped the crop against his bottom.  He moaned in response but made no attempt to free himself or to otherwise object to her efforts.

I found myself strangely attracted to the image.  Was he moaning in pain or was he moaning in pleasure?  I wasn’t sure.

As she whipped him again my fingers found their way beneath my pink thong.  I found myself wet at the indecent spectacle I was witnessing.  My nipples hardened and lewdly pressed against my nightie.

She continued to flail away at poor Richard.  Shamefully I think I would have fingered myself to orgasm had I been allowed to watch.  Just as my excitement built I was startled by a voice that whispered in my ear.

“Enjoying yourself Missy Maid?”

I turned appallingly to find Miss Rosie standing right behind me.  She was still dressed in her formal business attire.  She was holding a serving tray that had a bottle of champagne on it and oddly only one glass.  She laughed at my reaction to her presence.

“Well, caught in the act are we?  I see that we have a voyeur in the house!  I would think that after a long day of work you would be too tired to play but I can see that I am mistaken.  Here take this and follow me.”

She gave me the tray before she tapped on the door.  Marlene looked over.

“Enter.”

Miss Rosie pushed open the door and we walked together into the bedroom.  Rosie had her attention squarely on Marlene.  She ignored the naked Richard as though it were not unusual to see the lord of the manor restrained with his bare bottom streaked red from punishment.  Marlene looked directly at me and gave a broad smile.

“What have we here?  I was expecting my drink but not served by an errant servant violating my chambers.  Put the tray down on the table honey and return to your quarters.  I’ll deal with you later.”

I put the tray down as ordered and gave a curtsy.  Marlene hardly noticed instead turning her attention back to Richard.  As I left the room I heard another hiss of the riding crop and another moan from her target.


CHAPTER 26.  Submission

I wasn’t sure what had come over me.  As I worked in the laundry room the next morning I couldn’t get the image of Marlene wielding her riding crop out of my head.  I was sure that she had somehow coerced Richard against his will into their marriage and that now she was holding him captive.  I didn’t know what I should do.  My thoughts were interrupted by Rosie who ordered me to follow her.

We didn’t go very far.  We stepped out into the servant’s corridor where Marlene was waiting by the door of the unused quarters.  Rosie left me with Marlene and she walked away.

Marlene looked straight at me and I lowered my eyes as she spoke.

“You realize that you are not supposed to wander the grounds at night don’t you?”

“Yes My Lady.”

“Yet there you were last night.  I suppose you might as well know the truth.”

She held a key and used it to unlock the door and she swung it open.

“Follow me dear.”

We stepped into the unused quarters.  I was surprised by what I saw.  The bedroom furniture in the room had been cleared out.

The only furniture remaining was some sort of odd device.  It had a black steel frame and three red vinyl pads each at different levels.  It was not clear to me what purpose it might have.

On the walls there were several instruments hanging.  I recognized a riding crop from what I had seen the previous evening.  There was also a black leather paddle as well as a black leather whip and other leather items.

I looked at Marlene for an explanation.  She smiled and continued.

“This is a special room for me.  This is where I stole Richard from you by teaching him lessons in humility.  Once I learned Richard’s middle name it didn’t take me long to discover what a submissive little boy he really is.

You were unable to satisfy him dearie.  What he needed was the firm hand of woman to put him in his place.  I provided that for him.  You could say that I heated things up for him by adding a little spice to his life.

A submissive is not satisfied by a woman who just lies on her back and spreads her legs.  He needed something more to stimulate his desire.

This is where I broke him in.  He took well to the whip and paddle right here in this room.”

She pointed to the leather piece of furniture.  I was still puzzled.

“My Lady I don’t understand.”

“Oh you will.  Patience honey while I explain.”

Now she walked over to the furniture and put her hand on it.

“This is called a paddling bench.  The first time I put Richard over it he objected and struggled like a little girl but he quickly succumbed to his desire.  I whipped and paddled him until he begged me for more.  Let me explain how it works.”

She pointed to the lowest level on the furniture.

“I had Richard kneel right here then I had him bend over and place his arms there.”

Now I could picture Richard bent over with his bottom in the air with his knees on one lower level and his arms on another.  She then took leather straps that were attached to the bench which I hadn’t previously noticed into her hand.

“I strapped him in with these.  He didn’t resist me at all.  He was quite willing to succumb to my authority.  His willpower evaporates in the presence of female authority.  I bet that you didn’t know that.  Once he was secured I whipped his bottom with the crop.”

I gasped at the thought.

“My Lady may I speak?”

“Of course dear.  You may speak freely in here.”

“I can’t believe that Richard willingly let you do that to him.  You must have coerced him.  He would never allow a maid to do that to him.  I just refuse to accept it.”

She gave me a devious smile.

“Most people don’t understand sexual submission.  To put it bluntly Richard was turned on by being paddled by me my dear.”

“No!”

“Absolutely.  Just like you are turned on by your own submission.”

“I am not!”

“You still deny your submission?  After I turned you into my maid?  Why then did you scrub floors, toilets and do my laundry if you didn’t enjoy it?”

I didn’t know what to say.

“I’ll bet you’re even turned on by this discussion.”

I had to admit to myself that I was excited but I wasn’t going to give Marlene the satisfaction of knowing.

“I’m not!  Not in the least.  I’m a maid because I had no choice!”

“Are you certain?”

At that moment Rosie came into the room.  Marlene looked over at her.

“Missy Maid here doesn’t think that she is submissive.  What do you think?”

Rosie stifled a laugh.  Then she spoke with a hint of a tsk tsk in her voice.

“How could she possibly not know?  Doesn’t she realize that the necklace that she wears is a well-known symbol of submission?  She has been brazenly announcing her sexual submission to everyone that she meets!”

Marlene tried to explain.

“She’s quite naïve.  That’s okay that’ll just make this that much more amusing.  Perhaps we should show her.  Help me put her on the bench.”

Marlene took one of my hands and Rosie took the other.  Before I knew what had happened I was kneeling on the paddling bench and Rosie was helping me bend over.

“No, don’t, please…”

“Is that how you address your superiors?”

I hated it when Marlene spoke in such an arrogant tone.  I corrected myself anyway.

“My Lady, please don’t, please…”

I tried to beg for mercy.  They paid no attention.  Rosie strapped my hands down then she fastened my legs.  I was held in an obscene position holding my bottom up as though it were in need of attention.  I was unable to free myself from the leather straps.  In this position I couldn’t see either of them but I could still hear them.  Marlene continued.

“There that was easy.  You didn’t struggle at all honey.  That should tell you something.”

I was angry at myself for how easily I had allowed them to put me into such a degrading position but it was too late to do anything about it.

“Rosie dear give us a few moments alone.”

I heard the door open and close leaving me with just Marlene in the room.


CHAPTER 27.  The Truth

“Now my dear Mimi Soubrette you are in the same position that Richard was when I decided his future.  I whipped him into shape so to speak.  Now you will learn your fate.”

I didn’t like the ominous sound of her voice.  It was unusual for her to call me Mimi Soubrette.  Normally she referred to me as Missy Maid.  I tried to free my hands but my struggle was useless.

“Yes dear try and free yourself.  You need to learn who is in charge here once and for all.  I’ve guided your journey every step of the way and now I will immerse you in your submission so deep that you will remain my maid for the rest of your life.”

“Guide me?  You didn’t guide me anywhere!”

I was still defiant even if I couldn’t escape her.

“You silly girl you have no idea do you?  Had you not been so self-absorbed you would have realized that I hired Griffin Trucking to move your things.  Mr. Griffin would have disposed of your possessions just for the chance to feel you up but I paid him generously anyway.

I would have thought that you would have too much pride to come back here and beg for help yet there you were.  A bonus for me!

The look on your face when you arrived at my doorstep was priceless.  I enjoyed seeing Elizabeth Bennington penniless begging for help from me.  It was only then that I got the idea to turn you into my maid.

It was hilarious transforming you into such a trashy looking slut.  I even had you tattooed just like some common street walker.  Now you are Rosie’s Bitch just like I wanted you to be!”

“Do you mean that wasn’t a mistake?”

She laughed at my question.

“You really are gullible my dear maid.  Of course it wasn’t!

Who would have ever thought that this could happen?  I stole your name, I took your home, turned you into my servant and now even your husband now tends to my pleasure.  What a wonderful turn of events this has been!

Imagine the degradation of the high and mighty Elizabeth Bennington now working as my maid cleaning my toilets and washing my floors!  I’ve never had so much fun in my life!”

I had been far too trusting.  Now I started to realize what had happened.

“You hired the movers and paid them to take my things?”

“Why yes, of course!  Except for the gold—I kept that for myself.  As soon as you left Bennington Place the movers returned it all to me.

Every one of your possessions was sold at a second hand store.  I have to admit that your jewelry was quite valuable.  Griffin trucking kept the money for their efforts.”

“What about the police?”

“You are so naïve dear.  Could you possibly be any more clueless?  Do you really think that I called them?”

“I’ll call them myself!”

“Do you think they will believe a mere maid against the word of the new Mrs. Bennington?  I think not!”

Just then the door opened to the room again.  To my great excitement I heard Richard talking to Marlene.  He was leaving for the day and Rosie had brought him in to say goodbye.  I knew that this was my last opportunity to escape.

“Richard!  Richard!  Thank goodness it is you.  Please help me!”

I heard his voice again.

“Marlene dear is that our slutty little maid begging me for help?  You really do enjoy these sexual games don’t you?”

“Richard I’m not the maid.  It’s me—Elizabeth.  Elizabeth Bennington your wife!”

There was silence in the room for a moment.  Then Marlene started laughing.  I felt her lift my dress up exposing my buttocks which were hardly covered with the flimsy black thong I was wearing.  She spoke to Richard.

“The girl will say anything to avoid the crop.  Does this look like Elizabeth Bennington to you?”

She gave another laugh.  Now Richard spoke in a jovial tone.

“Really Missy Maid what are you thinking?  You’ve been cleaning the estate like a common maid for weeks.  Now you want me to believe that you are Elizabeth Bennington?

Elizabeth is such a prude I sincerely doubt that she would ever find herself in your position—strapped to a paddling bench with her ass up in the air like a willing tart.  Besides Elizabeth didn’t have a tramp stamp that says “Rosie’s Bitch”.  You’ll really have to do much better than that.  It would seem that you are indeed spoken for--beholden to our household administrator.”

I felt his hand between my legs beneath my thong and I couldn’t help but let out a lewd moan from his touch.  He laughed at my response.

“You are even shaved like a common street whore.  Are you here for a spanking or do your loins need attention?  Perhaps I should see to them.  Would you like me to screw your brains out?”

Now Marlene spoke up.

“Richard dear she is such a ditzy blonde maid I doubt that there are any brains in there to fuck out.  Besides I doubt this bitch would even enjoy a good fucking.  She is a lesbian and she only has desires for her Rosie.”

Now it was my turn again.

“That’s not true!  I love you Richard!  Please help me!”

He had a strange take on my situation.

“I can see she is in need of some serious discipline.  I hope you ladies can straighten her out.  Have a good time!”

He gave a chuckle, slapped my bottom and then I heard the door close again.  I started to scream.

“No, no, no!  Come back Richard!”

Marlene spoke to Rosie.

“I’ve heard enough.  Gag the bitch!”

“Richard, Richard!  No, no, no….”

I was cut off in mid-sentence as Rosie put some foul tasting leather thing in my mouth.  She secured it behind my head and my voice was reduced to a muffle.  I was effectively silenced and no longer able to beg for mercy.  Marlene gave an order to Rosie.

“Check the bitch and make sure that she is enjoying this.”

I felt my thong being lowered to my knees and then fingers probed inside me.  Rosie spoke in a victorious tone.

“She’s dripping wet.  Just like you said she’s a complete submissive.  She loves the humiliation.  She’ll give us no trouble My Lady.”

I stopped trying to speak as something occurred to me.  She was absolutely right.  In all of the confusion I hadn’t really noticed—I was aroused by all of this!

“Bring me the crop.”

Marlene said it in such a mundane fashion as though she cropped her maid all of the time.  It occurred to me that she was probably administering it to Richard regularly so for her this probably was routine.  To me it was an exciting moment even--to my shame-- erotic.  She spoke to me again.

“You will learn to crave the crop and the paddle.  I’ll not stop today until you’ve learned your lesson.  You will beg and plead for more before I’m done with you.”

With that I heard a swish through the air before I felt a sting on my buttocks.  I gave a muffled moan as the riding crop swished again and again against my flesh.  The pain seemed to go straight through me giving me a further brush of excitement.

I didn’t think that she would ever stop.  After countless stings there was a pause.

“Check her again Rosie.”

I felt her fingers again only this time I tried desperately to flex my hips against them.

“She’s hot.  I think it’s time to finish her off.”

“Very well, bring me the paddle and I’ll even out her color.”

Now Marlene hit me hard with a loud smack.  My body betrayed me as I burst into a throbbing orgasm.  Realizing what was happening to me both women burst into laughter at my plight.

They showed no mercy.  After giving me a few minutes to catch my breath they continued their assault by taking turns whipping my bottom.

After my second orgasm Rosie removed my leather gag.  My mouth was dry and sore from the distasteful object.  I was far too exhausted to protest any further.

The sunshine came in through the skylight brightening up the room.  It occurred to me that the window was not covered and that a groundskeeper passing by it would have a full view of my humiliation.  For some reason I found that exciting.

I pictured Richard in this same position with Marlene teasing his cheating cock.  At least he had capitulated to her in the soft moonlight.  I was submitting to her in the full light of day.

Rosie fingered me back to a higher state of arousal as Marlene taunted me.

“Are you enjoying your humiliation Missy Maid?  You are such a whore!  Imagine yourself enjoying this punishment like a French harlot!  Would you like to come again dear?  Beg me and I’ll bring you to orgasm one more time!”

I was still breathing hard but I managed to speak.

“Yes, yes, yes!  Please My Lady!”

“You want me to whip your bottom?”

“Yes, please My Lady!”

Now she spoke in a calm voice.

“I can only imagine what your high society friends would say if they could see you now.  I will whip you but you must promise to be my obedient maid for as long as I’ll have you.”

“Please My Lady!  I promise to be your maid…”

The riding crop whipped across my bottom and the humiliation continued.


CHAPTER 28.  Interview

That day remained in my mind as a turning point in my life.  On that paddling bench I realized that I enjoyed my submission before the authority of Madame Marlene—the woman who I had once employed as my own maid.  I had found my true self.  Now I was her serving girl and I was enjoying every minute of it.

Rosie continued her sadistic supervision of my work.  I obeyed her just like I obeyed Madame Marlene.  Occasionally when the mood struck her Rosie would return me to the paddling bench for more discipline.

I hesitate to say it because I am completely shamed.  From time to time Rosie would visit me in my room and put a strap-on dildo to use on my willing cunt.  I was unable to resist her.  I truly became Rosie’s bitch.

My life as Elizabeth Bennington faded away never to be seen again.  I felt that I was every bit of Mimi Soubrette—a meek submissive maid in the service of Marlene and Richard Bennington.  Marlene had made me the symbol of her ultimate triumph.  I was no longer a trophy wife, now I was her trophy maid.

As if to bring finality to my situation Marlene invited a reporter into Bennington Place.

I had never allowed reporters or photographers into Bennington Place.  I had always felt that some things should remain private.  Marlene wanted to announce herself as the new Mrs. Bennington to the world so she eagerly accepted a request by a national magazine for an interview complete with a photo spread from inside Bennington Place.

That was how I found myself on the patio that warm summer day in my maid uniform.  Marlene was stretched out on her stomach leisurely sunning herself while she answered questions from the reporter.

The woman reporter was awestruck by Bennington Place and the beautiful Mistress of the Manor.  Her photographer was similarly captivated —she had photographed every moment of the interview.

I had unclipped the top of Marlene’s bikini and I was rubbing suntan oil on her back.  Marlene purred like a kitten at all of the attention that she was receiving.

The photographer snapped a picture of Mrs. Bennington being pampered by her French maid.  That very photograph would appear on the cover of the national magazine the next month under the caption “The New Mrs. Bennington”.

When I saw the magazine cover I wasn’t sure if the caption was referring to Marlene or to her maid.

One thing was for sure.  Elizabeth Bennington was gone forever and Mimi Soubrette was here to stay.
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